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Summary: Vikings of Berk defend their island from infamous pirates. 
But when the twins try to take a trophy from their victory, 
everything summersaults out of control and Astrid gets sucked into a 
stranger's world and a pirates war. AU : We got dragons and pirates 
(oh yeah), magic (really?), what seem to be small gods (wait, what?) 
and Separate Clans (!). Pirate ! Hiccup, everybody. 


1 . Ambush 
"**War** . " 

A quiet enough command that started the warriors of Berk chanting and 
screeching, the warriors banged the handles of their weapons against 
the tables and walls. Astrid grinned at her mother, the chieftess, 
and howled into the battle cries. The village poured outside without 
torches and settling in position, they waited. Astrid sharpened her 
hatchets, restlessly shifting her weight, as she trained her eyes on 
the dark outline of the dock. 

Out of the mists, a ship came. The masts dressed in sails as black as 
the night, unnervingly black. And the sailors on board were dressed 
in strange armor. They wore normal animal skins but over which they 
wore the colorful scaly armor that made them look like small dragons. 
The only thing comfortingly Viking about them were their war helmets 
with long horns scraping the sky. 

Ruffnut murmured under her breath, "You pirates are gonna get what's 
coming to you." Astrid touched her friends shoulder. The beginnings 
of dawn came and Astrid recognized the battle cry of her mother. 
Astrid sent up her own bone chilling scream and began the charge. Her 
troop thundering down the hill in her wake. 



The pirates had been quietly unlatching the gates of flock pens and 
food stores when the cry went up. They were caught unawares when the 
famous warriors of Berk attacked them. A small pirate with freckles 
was still frozen in panic. He and his crew were so outnumbered, it 
wasn't funny. 

Out of the corner of his eye, he could see his father was wrestling 
two men. A woman with a sword crept up behind him. The young pirate 
threw his smallest dagger toward his father. His father, the mighty 
Stoick the Vast, caught it deftly in his left hand. In a blur of 
scarlet, he stabbed the woman who been coming up behind him with his 
left hand. With his right hand he grabbed the head of one Viking and 
smashed it into the other's. The three adversaries went down like rag 
dolls. "Go, Dad!" he triumphantly screamed, only to realize that he 
had attracted the attention of other young Vikings. 

They moved toward him as one, like a pack of wild dogs. Breathlessly 
he threw the nearest torch into the window of the nearest house. The 
young pirate took up another piece of burning wood and waved it 
around him like a sword and screeche, imitating the Beserkers of old. 
The 3 warriors stayed at bay, watching him warily, you never wanted 
to get too close in case he was a real Beserker- those madmen would 
rage on through countless battle wounds, taking down whole malitias 
before they realized they were dead. He waved his fire at them and 
screamed like a madman until he heard the dull crack of a pillar 
breaking, he immediately turned tail and ran. He dived into an open 
window, ran across someone's dining table and crashed out a window on 
the other side. Wood splintered in his wake. His enemies tried to 
chase after him but were only halfway through the room when the house 
collapsed. His enemies were buried in rubble. 

Laughing, he ran back toward the docks, keeping out of sight. He 
looked to the sky and paled. "Dad!" he screamed. The immense Viking 
knocked down another man before looking at his son. From his son's 
expression he knew to look at the sky. The Pirate cussed before 
hollering, " T'IS DAWN! RETREAT!" 

Everyone then began to race for the docks and the pirate ship. 

The sun was rising as red as the blood spilt below. A young pirate by 
the name of Snotlout was throwing rocks and hammers into the skulls 
of any Viking who neared. Someone somewhere had started a fire. Smoke 
clouded his vision and caught in his throat. The sound was deafening, 
screams of pain and fear coming from all around him. Above the rest 
he heard his Chief's cry for retreat. Turning to follow orders, a 
hammer spiraled through the air and smashed into Snotlout 's face. He 
staggered. He felt two pairs of hands grab him by the arms. Panicked, 
he cries out for help. Another blow from a hammer brings pain to his 
jaw and blackness to his mind. 


The pirate ship quickly broke away from the docks. Random Vikings of 
Berk who had tried to board it had been unceremoniously dumped into 
the icy water. Arrows still rained on them but most were poorly made, 
missing or bouncing harmlessly off the ship's Nightfury sails. Only 
one arrow, shot from Astrid's bow, was able to successfully lodge 
itself into the mast of the ship. The pirate captain finally halted 
his bellowing of orders to survey his crew. There were quite a few 
cuts and bruises but no one was dead. The pirate petted his enormous 



red beard, fretfully. _They had stolen only half of what they had 
meant to steal. How would his village survive? There wasn't enough 
for village AND for their offering. And without their offering, 
they'd surely all be doomed. He stopped his fretting long enough to 
observe the arrow, lodged into the wood. His mind recalled the fierce 
girl who had shot that arrow. Impressive. Now if only he could find a 
wife for one of his heirs, like that. _ 

Looking about to check on his aforementioned heirs, the pirate's 
blood ran cold. His voice boomed across the ship and the whole 
ocean . 

"WHERE IS HE?! WHERE IS MY NEPHEW?!" 

He calls to his son, "Hiccup?" 

"Yeah, Dad. I'm here." 

"Did you see your cousin get aboard the ship?" 

Hiccup scrunches up his face in concentrat ion, the entire ship waits 
with bated breath to hear from Hiccups photographic memory, "Noa€ 1 
Snotlouta€l _He didn't make it to the docks . 


_What a nightmare_, Snotlout thinks. The sun is glaring into his face 
when he opens his eyes. How late is it? Had he slept in? His Chores! 
His mother would kill him! 

Trying to bolt out of bed he finds himself restrained and a sharp 
pain around his shoulders and wrists. He falls back onto hard earth 
and smacks his head against the pole behind him. Delirious, he 
observes his surroundings. Slowly, a barn is coming into focus. Panic 
reasserts itself within him. This was not any barn on His island. 

He's been kidnapped. Just then the doors banged open and two blonde 
teenagers came in with food. They both had horns and teeth sewn into 
their clothes of furs and leather just as both were very tall, very 
blonde, and very skinny. 

"Oh look. He's awake." Said the boy, baring his teeth. 

"Hope you slept well, THIEVING PIRATE." Griped the girl. 

And in one of the Thorson twin's rare moments of unison they said, 
"Welcome To Berk." 

Snotlout fully realizes the gravity of his situation and can only 
manage out a miserable cuss word. 

The twins both exploded with laughter. 

A muffled exclamation came from an all new direction. Three heads 
swiveled as one to see a rather large boy emerge from a hay pile on 
the barns uppermost loft. "Hey, Guys! What's so funny?" 

The girl screams up, "Don't go that way!" But it's too late. The 
large boy steps off the loft and into mid air. He fell 10 feet to 
land in another, thankfully large, hay pile. The girl ran over and 
began pulling the boy out. 



"Cute Couple" grunted Snot lout. 


"WHAT? Were not a couple!" yelled the girl, jumping away from the 
large boy in the hay. 

The boy in the hay promptly fell back down, "Ouch! Ya'know, Ruffnut, 
You COULD reject the idea of us in ever being together WITHOUT 
letting me fall on my Face!" 

Flustered and sputtering, she helped him out of the pile. Irritated, 
he muttered a thank you and started stomping about the barn, 
performing chores. 

Ruffnut stuttered along behind him before she finally managed a 
confused and guilty, "Sorry, Fishlegs." 

"Ruffnut and FishlegsaC 1 , " muttered Snotlout, turning his head to 
look at the third teen by the door, "Which makes youaCl?" 

"The one who captured you." Said the nameless teen in a voice suited 
for coughing, puffing up his chest, proudly. 

"All these years on the job and I get kidnapped by a clothesline? 

Well there's go my pride." 

The nameless kid made no reply except to crash the butt of his hammer 
into Snotlout 's helmet. Snotlout grinned into the pain of his head 
and the vibrating gong that reverberated in his helmet. Even over the 
ringing in his ears, he could hear the other teenagers break into 
uproarious laughter. 


Astrid trudged forward. She'd been helping her mother take account of 
what was stolen, they took stock from every little store, but the 
place that was hit the worse was Mercia The Maker's shop. Astrid had 
seen it getting robbed too, but she hadn't been able to stop it. 
Bertha had assured her daughter, "We protected the sheep, and have 
more medicine and food then we're likely to need. Remember, little 
Aster, when peckish turns to Hunger, you can't eat Finery." 

"I know, I know." she'd muttered to herself. And she did know, every 
sane viking knew if you had to pick between a sheep and a gem, only 
one could keep you alive through a storm. _But still_, as she made 
her way up to her house on the hill, she couldn't help kicking 
herself. She should have stationed someone to guard that shop, or 
perhaps covered up the display window at least- And was that 
laughter? It sounded like Fishlegs and Ruffnut... but what were they 
doing in the main barn? 

Astrid was almost at the top of her hill, the main barn was built in 
the small valley between her her hill and the Ingerman's hillock, if 
she jumped, she'd land on the barn roof. She backed up to give 
herself a running start, stretching her arms and legs, she had a 
flicker of doubt. 

There was only 7 feet to leap across, but there was a 30 foot drop if 
she missed. She **could** just walk down the hill and through the 
front door like a normal person... but Nah. 



Ruff hefted a huge crate up to her chest and was walking out the barn 
door when Tuffnut heard an unusual "thump" from above. Was there 
someone else in the upper loft? Bending to pick up his crate, someone 
wolf whistled. He spun around, thoughts of his cousins and their 
obnoxious friends showing up to pick a fight, but it was just the 
pirate . 

"Woops, sorry, thought you were your sister." the pirate said, heavy 
on the sarcasm and suggestive eyebrow waggling. 

Tuffnut snorted, his shoulders dropping their tension, "Well, I get 
that a lot . " 

"Identical twins, huh?" 

Tuffnut stiffened as he was putting a smaller box on top of his 
crate, if this pirate was going where he thought he was going with 
this, Tuffnut might really have to kill him. He'd heard enough 
threesome jokes to last him a lifetime. 

"The two of you don't look that alike." 

"If she should be so lucky." Tuffnut said, relaxing again, cocky 
smile in place. 

"I guess she would be, seeing as you're so much more delicate. Dainty 
even . " 

"Ha! Yeaah, I'm a beautiful thing." Tuffnut said, smirking. He even 
flipped his hair. 

Snotlout chuckled at this, but was slightly disappointed, he'd 
thought Tuffnut would definitely one of those Macho Man types, who 
hated being compared to a girl. 

"Of course, " said Snotlout, scrambling for material because the lanky 
boy was walking for the door and Snotlout didn't want to be alone 
just yet, "There's nothing wrong with your sister's Dragon-esque 
figure . " 

Tuffnut froze. He turned slowly, putting the boxes down almost 
casually. "No one." He walks over to Snotlout easily, smile still in 
place, "No one insults my sister but me." 

Snotlout was so pleased with finding Tuffnut 's weak spot he actually 
yelled, "Ahah!" aloud. Tuff scowled, he span, intending to kick 
Snotlout right in the jaw. A hand caught his ankle and with fluid 
ease twisted his kick against himself until he had flipped around and 
landed in the straw. 

"Wow." Snotlout said, taking in the girl who had appeared from no 
where and saved him, it was a perfect throw. Amazing technique. "You 
work out? You look like you work out" 

She turned to face him, every muscle coiled like a cat. Snotlout 
blinked. She did look like she worked out. More than that, she looked 
like Cazi. Especially when she raised one blonde eyebrow like 



that . 


"Does that line actually work?" she asked, picking hay out of her 
braid . 

"You'd be surprised." Snotlout said jovially, his eyes locked on 
Tuffnut who was standing up and brushing himself off. 

"Why did you stop me?!" huffed Tuffnut. 

"You were standing too close, you would have snapped his neck." she 
scolded . 

"Know it all." Tuffnut muttered, but he didn't try to kick Snotlout 
again. He and this girl were obviously close. 

"Aw, don't be mad, how about I shoot his balls off for you 
instead? " 

Tuffnut laughed, Snotlout laughed too until the girl started 
stringing her bow. 

"Wait, Seriously?" As Snotlout 's eyes kept getting bigger, Tuffnut 's 
smile got crueler. 

"Don't worry! Astrid's the best shot on the island. If she says 
she'll shoot your balls off, you'll only loose your balls." 

As soon as Astrid pulled back the string, Snotlout jumped. The ropes 
travelled with him up the barn post so that he was stuck, like a 
spider on the wall, an arrow planted in the ground where his balls 
used to be. 

"How did you do that?" Astrid asked, voice full of entertained 
wonder, like a child discovering a new toy. 

"I- I don't know", said Snotlout his voice strained. 

Tuffnut fell back to the floor, he was so shocked, "What do ' ya mean 
you don't know?" 

"I panicked." 

"You- DahahahahaHA ! You Panicked?" Tuffnut was rolling around the 
floor with that one. Astrid had smile that clearly said she was 
enjoying this too much. 

"Well I guess I shouldn't have bothered", Snotlout pouted, "You're 
not that great a shot anyway." 

"Excuse me?" pretending to be affronted, Astrid strung another arrow 
but her grin gave her away. 

"I know someone who's better than you." Snotlout 's face was still fo 
the first time, no sly winks or half smiles, he was serious. _It 
doesn't suit him, _thought Tuffnut. 

"Who?" Astrid asked, immediately interested. But the serious 
expression broke and Snotlout was the joker again. 



"Why? Does it irk you, that theres someone out there who's better 
than you?" 


Insistently, "Tell me, who it is." 

He didn't speak, just smiled. 

"Uhg!" Astrid loosed her arrow, it was lucky that the grip of 
Snotlout's boots slipped and he fell back to earth, because Astrid' s 
arrow was burried where his head would have been. 

"Geez, Astrid, what happened to not killing him?" 

"He's so annoying, [to Snotlout] Just tell me!" 

Snotlout just looked up at his captors, smug._ So the girl twin, 
Ruff, hates being teased about Fishlegs. The boy twin, I still don't 
have his name, hates insults toward his sister when she isn't around 
to defend herself. And this one. Aster? Astrid?, hates secrets. Huh. 
_"This is way too fun, I can't tell you now!" 

Tuffnut began pulling Astrid away, handing her one of the boxes to 
her as they went. "C'mon, you'll never get the answer out of him 
now . " 

They were almost at the door when Astrid turned around and demands, 
"Are they a girl or a boy?" 

Snotlout cackles, Tuffnut groans in defeat. 


And miles and miles away, a red headed girl sneezed. _Are people 
talking about me?_ 

$ ^ ^ & & $ ( 

Reading your reviews, makes me happy! so if you haven't yet, REVIEW 
IT NOW OR EACE MY WRATH... O.e 

thanks 


2 . the Cage 

The prayer was inspired by a real prayer against Viking attacks, but 
I made up the ending. The songs you'll eventually hear (or read) are 
both real and Very Old. Google them if you're curious. 

-L 

XxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxX 
Berk, A few hours later 

"Night mare Gut! Get your grilled nightmare gut here!" 

"Terrible Terrors! Deep fried! Ericasseed! Or roasted!" 

"Back by popular demand! SautA©ed summer frogs! Now with even more 
dipping bloods ! " 



Such went the usual chaos of dinner in the town mess hall. Toasting 
and celebrating their relatively successful bout with the pirates, 
the Vikings reclined happily. Tuffnut Thorson stretched and 
appreciatively munched into a leg of terrible Terror. His sister tore 
into the front half of the same Terror. 

Seeing his eyes on her, his sister offered him a bite which he waved 
off. Tuffnut could never bring himself to eat the front half of the 
little monster, even if the eyeballs did taste the best. Being forced 
into looking at the pests, he was always struck by how cute they 
were . 

He said all of this aloud to his sister, his sister's crush, his own 
best friend, and a tall metal cage with a blanket over it. **Make of 
THAT what you will.** 

From inside the cage came some agreeable mutterings while Astrid 
cocked an eyebrow at him. "Seriously?" said Ruffnut. 

"Well, the eye to face ratio of a terrible Terror is like 1:3, unlike 
most dragons, so I guess they could trigger the nurturing instinct. 
Not to mention their several sizes smaller than any other kind of 
dragon. So I suppose it's understandable." Said Fishlegs, 
nodding . 

Ruffnut and Astrid both made confused grunts between bites. The metal 
cage said, "I'm goanna take all that nonsense to mean that the 
Terrors kind of look like babiesa€ 1 " 

Tuffnut chuckled and kicked the cage; he was really enjoying this 
prisoner's company- too bad he was a piss wallowing 
piratea€ 1 

Eventually all the Vikings all settled down and the chieftess- Bertha 
the endowed- stood atop the large circular island in the center of 
the hall. Bertha tossed her blonde hair back and began something akin 
to a prayer that everyone in the hall chanted a half step behind 
her . 

"Gods of all things seen and unseen!" 

Recognizing the prayer, Snotlout also joins in from within the 
cage . 

**A11: "Gods of all things!"** 

"Pity us, your people, the highest favor by preserving and guarding 
our bodies, " 

**A11: "Pity us, preserving and guarding our bodies."** 

" free us from the savage Pirates, " This makes Snotlout falter and he 
drops his voice to a whisper. 

"who doth devastate our realms." 

**A11: "free us from the savage Pirates who devastate our 
peace . " * * 



Snotlout whispers to himself, "_And save us from the savage Vikings 
who would destroy our balance. 

"**Power to our people. Righteous glory guides our swords and gives 
strength to our sons and daughters."** 

_Snotlout: "Power to our people. Glory guides our sails and gives 
speed to our sons and daughters . "_ 

"**May we see eachother march into"** 

"_May we see eachother fly uptoa€ 1 " _ 

"_**the halls of Valhalla and not depart from each other's side 
within the time between. "**_ 

_**: **_Everyone sat back down and began to eat or resume eating. 
Snotlout let out a sigh. _At least the end is the samea€ 1 but I 
wonder if Valhalla is large enough for the both of us?_ He was 
startled by Tuffnut yanking the blanket over the cage up to peer in 
at him. 

"Were you PRAYING in there. Pirate?" 

"Yeah. What? You saying Pirates can't get into Valhalla? Were brave 
too, you fowlfacea€l" 

Tuffnut didn't even process the insult, he looked very thoughtful and 
was plainly about to ask a question when shouts went up behind him. 

He let the blanket fall and Snotlout was once again in stuffy 
darkness. He felt them pushing his cage around and up a ramp. He 
tickled the palm of one of the laborers and was rewarded by the 
giggles of Ruffnut, "Cut it out, you silly pirate!" she whispered. He 
laughed nervously. He knew what came next and he wasn't looking 
forward to it. Tribal gloatinga€l 

Eventually, he was where they wanted him and the blanket was torn 
away . 

Blinking in the light he heard taunts, jeers, and empty goblets clang 
into the bars of the cage. He felt the splatter of alcohol as goblets 
that had not yet been empty were thrown against the cage. At first he 
retorted and poked fun at all the Vikings but after two hours in the 
spot light he fell silent. He just dodged the forks and knives and 
ate the small bits of food that made it through. 

The night wore on and the villager's got drunker. A few staggered 
back home and would, in the morning, become the jealous few who had 
missed what happened near midnight. What happened was terrible. 

A terrible terror, actually. It flew into the hall and flew circles 
around the Vikings before dropping a small parcel on the chieftess's 
head. "I want that thing skewered and on my plate in ten minutes!" 
she screeched and all the Vikings in the hall set about trying to 
catch the wild thing. Snot lout laughed at them, quite loudly. The 
chieftess noticed the parcel and unraveled it. A message. Who the 
hell sent messages via Terror? 


"silence . 



The hall was still chaos and some of the Vikings were hurting each 
other by accident . Ridiculous. 


"SILENCE." The hall finally fell still and the Terrible Terror landed 
smugly atop Snotlout's cage. 

"Nice work, girl, " Whispered Snotlout as he offered a piece of potato 
up to her through the bars. 

Bertha quickly stepped up on the stage where all could see. Her back 
to Snotlout and the Terror, she read aloud, 

"To the Peoples of Berk, 

We send you our regards from the seas within the foga€ 1 " 

The entire hall hissed at the trademark address. 

"You have one of our own, and we being men and women of legacy and 
honor-" 

Bather's scoffed and some of the younger present laughed outright. 
Snotlout scowled at them all. 

"We do not expect you to give him back for nothing." Silence. 

"In the hopes we can come to a mutually beneficial agreement, an 
honest trade. We are coming. At youraC 1 humble docks, we'll meet you 
with compensation. 

Expect us an hour after dawn. We will sail under the flag of peace 
a€l unless provoked. 

Sencirely, a€ 1 H. Haddock, the bringer of destruction, of the 
NightEury Raiders." 

Gasps went around at that title and Snotlout rolled his eyes_. If 
only they knewa€l_ 

"Haddock! THAT Haddock?" 

"Save our souls!" 

"We beat them once, we could do it again!" 

"But what if SHE is there?" 

"Oh please. Lady Hicca Haddock, the bringer of destruction is a 
complete hoax! Did You see such a woman?" 

"It's said she once leveled a village with one fist!" 

"Dragonshit. That's ridiculous!" 

"But MY house was leveled like that!" 

"That ' s True ! " 

"SILENCE," said the chieftess, "All this speculation is useless. 
Legends aside, we must still contend with Captain Stoick the Vast. 



They are pirates, trained in thievery and killing! We cannot afford 
to fight them head on again." 

The crowd grumbled, cursed, and a few even yelled, "We could take 
'em!" "Hell, I cold take them with one hand!" But it was all just 
talk. There were even a few whimpers from the crown, one woman's 
"Please, lets not do that again." reached Snotlout's ears in the 
cage. He smirked. 

"We will meet, peacefully. And if they try anything-" she pointed at 
Snotlout in his cage. 

"We will Kill the Prisoner!" 


3. Hiccup's hesitation 

"We will meet, peacefully. And if they try anything-" she pointed at 
Snotlout in his cage. 

"We will Kill the Prisoner!" 

The hall roared in bloodthirsty approval. Snotlout shrank into his 
cage, fear showing clear as day on his face. He would curse himself 
for showing weekness as his guards teased him for it later. They 
mimicked and embellished his expression the whole time they pushed 
his cage back to the barn. 

Fishlegs tripped in the dark of the barn, Ruffnut scolded him and put 
his arm around her shoulder, as if to support him home, fishlegs was 
not actually that drunk, but he let himself stagger and lean on her 
as they left. Astrid and Snotlout exchanged a knowing look. 

"So prisoner, Barnpost or Cage?" she chirped at him, waving the rope 
for all to see. 

Snotlout snorted and whiled melodramatically, "It soaked with wine 
and smells like piss in here." 

"Barnpost it is!" 

Tuffnut snatched the rope from Astrid' s hand. She blinked at him, 
startled. "I'll do it. you go off to bed." 

Astrid cocked her head at him and studied Tuffnut. he shuffled 
uncomfortably and she nodded . "Yeah, okay. I need to be up early, 
anyway . " 

Snotlout looked after Astrid, curiously, and caught her backward 
glance. She had smirked. Wha?Being so disracted, he missed his chance 
to escape when Tuffnut opened the cage door. Before he knew it, his 
hands were being tied behing his back, an arm around his neck. 

He was manhandled out of the cage and set down against the barnpost. 
As he was being fastened, Snotlout smacked his head into the barnpost 
again. "OW" 

"Idiot," scolded Tuffnut. Tuffnut pulled Snotlout's head down by the 
hair to inspect the bump, now forming. 



As snotlout started swearing indignantly, Tuffnut detatched some thin 
steal plates from his belt. Snotlout 's eyes widened and he tried to 
edge away. Tuffnut yanked him back and held the plates to the back of 
his head. 

"Aah..." said the pirate as the cool metal began to calm the bump 
like an ice pack, "so that's what those are for..." 

Tuffnut snorted, "Yeah, thats what these are for." 

Snotlout relaxed appreciatively and a heavy tiredness over took him. 
He actually began to drift off when Tuffnut spoke once more, "Why 
were you so quiet while we were teasing you? It's not like 
you . " 

Snotlout muttered, "Not like me? You don't know me!" 

"Sure, I do." 

Snotlout blinked at Tuffnut groggily, "Hmmn . . . Well , They don't know 
what thier talking about. Course, i was friggin scared. Have any of 
them been subject to thier own people's hate? I Don't Think 

So. " 

"Well... It's happened more often than you'd think . "Tuff nut 
whispered, a hand resting briefly on Snotlout 's knee. Snotlout 
blinked himself awake to ask a question but Tuff was already 
gone . 

$%%4-Berk at Dawn-%$^ 

Fog was rising out of the sea and hugging the shores. It set everyone 
on edge. This was the most undeniable and frustrating part of the 
superstitions. Whenever the pirates arrived, it was either night or 
fog. And the fog would follow their ship. It was said that there was 
an island that the pirates had declared war on that became so 
smothered in fog; no one could find it again. 

No matter how logically Astrid and her mother had tried to explain 
away all the folklore, they couldn't deny the weather. The pirates 
really did seem to bring the fog with them. 

The people formed a huge semi circle around the docks expectantly, 
silent as graves. Everyone had a weapon and everyone kept it in hand. 
Swords, hammers, and grapplers all held stiff by their owners' 
sides . 

Astrid watched from the nearest hilltop, pacing like a caged lion. 
From here she would oversee all that transpired below and shoot any 
pirate who tried to attack her people. She began to throw her hatchet 
into the nearest tree again and again, imagining branches to be 
Pirates' heads. She turned sharply. 

There had been eyes on her. Someone was watching. Turning in a slow 
circle, she saw nothing but fog, woods, and steep hillside. 

Pre-battle paranoia? It didn't help that the fog was so thick. It was 
like a blanket, reallyaCl suffocating. _Someone could easily hide in 
this foga€l_ 


She looked back down toward the docks. Her people blended together 



into a ring of black. And_ there they were_! Coming out of the mists, 
the ship with funeral black sails anchored just a hundred yards away 
from the docks. A long boat was being lowered into the water. She put 
her hatchet on her belt and from her back she pulled a bow and 
arrow . 

The longboat reached the dock. Astrid notched her bow. The fog choked 
out the sun. 

Two enormous men had come off the ship in the strange scaly armor. 
They carried no weapons but it seemed that they were simply so big 
that they didn't need any. The captain was distinguishable by his 
enormous stature, commanding posture, and fiery red beard. The second 
man was not as commanding but still intimidating. Where one man wore 
majesty like a cloak, the other carried fear like a load on his 
shoulders. He seemed hunched backed and a face without expression 
with a small chest being dragged behind him. He had neither a right 
arm nor a left leg, but gleaming pieces of had never seen such 
beautiful iron workmanship or such a treasure chest so marked with 
burns and dried blood. Everyone shrank back. Everyone but Astrid' s 
mother . 

Bertha, the endowed stepped forward to meet them. The discussion 
began . 


Hiccup skidded down Cliff side. The stones were deadly slippery thanks 
to the fog. He reached the narrow beach and scurried up the side of 
the second ship on the blind side of the island. Breathless ly he 
reported, "Almost the entire island is surrounding Dad and Gobber. 
Some Women and the younger children are being kept inside their 
houses. Ms. Mortician has received a return signal from Snotlout. It 
won't be long; she'll find him any minute now." 

Valhallarama nodded thoughtfully. "Things are going well. Perhaps we 
will be able to leave without incident." 

"Urn, mom?" 

Ruffling his short cropped hair, "Yes, Hicca?" 

"Don't call me Hicca, I get enough of that from the others." Said 
hiccup, rolling his eyes. He swallowed nervously before continuing, 
"Mom, there's an archer. On top of that hill." 

"So? Take him out." 

"Uh, it's a girl . " 

"Oh." Valhallarama examined her son thoughtfully. He had never shown 
this much hesitation before. "Is this the same girl burried an Arrow 
in the mast?" 

" yes, that's her." 

"Are you worried you won't be able to sneak up behind her?" 

"Noa€ 1 the fog is thick. I could get close enoughaC 1 " 



Valhallarama grew impatient and changed the subject, "Hiccup, have 
you thought about that proposal you were offered by your uncle Alvin, 
the treacherous?" 

Hiccup did a double take. "What about it? You're not suggesting I 
Accept that offer! Marry me off to Excellinor the 2nd? I think 
not ! " 


"We are in dire need of recourses, hiccup." He fell silent, eyes 
enormous with worry. "I would never force you to marry Excellinor; 
she's a cold hearted bone-napper . " 

Hiccup and Valhallarama shared a chuckle which Valhallarama stopped 
short to look him in the eye. "Hiccup, if it came down to ita€ 1 Would 
you marry for your people?" 

Hiccup looked down the beach thoughtfully, his eyes flickered to the 
hilltop and then back to his mother. She smiled. He grew alarmed. It 
was a pretty evil smile. 

"Hiccup, go and wake Him." She said pointing to the enormous slow 
breathing mound near the front of the ship, "He'll want this chance 
to stretch." 


Snotlout was in rope again, no longer tied to a barn post in case an 
agreement was reached. His arms were still bound together behind him 
and one end of his rope was being held like a leash by Eishlegs. The 
young pirate was ridiculously exited, pacing and sometimes skipping. 
When the fog bagan to set he nearly ran out to see his boat when it 
docked but Eishlegs was an immovable rock and Snotlout fell on his 
face. Snotlout pleaded with Eishlegs. "I just wanna see! 

Really! " 

Eishlegs just sat on his end if the rope, quite content to never move 
again in his life. "Interesting this fog, huh? About 31% thicker than 
our usual weather," he commented mildly. This made Snotlout spit and 
swear which just made Eishlegs laugh. 

Snotlout, show-off that he is, stopped swearing to savor the 
laughter. Under the laughter, he heard it. A frail voice singing a 
ditty from his childhood, a funny little song that the entire crew 
had grown fond of. Learned from voyages and raids in America, "There 
was a rich lady lived over the seaa, and she was an island queeeen. 
Her daughter lived off in the new countryyy, with an ocean of water 
betweeen . " 

>"With an ocean of water between!" bellowed Snotlout. <p> 

"What the hell are you saying?" said Eishlegs. His eyes narrowed, 
suspicious. His battle axe was instantaneously out of his belt and 
now drifted from hand to hand. Snotlout gulped. 

Well, when all else failsa€l make 'em laugh. Snotlout leapt to his 
feet and pretended to stagger like a drunkard. Switching songs to a 
Mess Hall Classic he sang, cheerfully, "Lo, there do I see my father. 
Lo, there do I see my mother, and my sisters, and my 
brothers ! " 


Eishlegs surveyed the barn entrances, still suspicious, but he joined 



in under his breath. "Lo, there do I see the line of my people. Back 
to the beginning!" 


"Lo, they do call to meeea€ 1 " 

Fishlegs was on his feet, his end of the rope tucked in his belt and 
battle axe raised high. "Who sang that?" 

Snot lout faked obliviousness, "You mean that wasn't you?" 

They looked at each other. Then they both looked alarmed. Then they 
both felt alarmed, in Ernest. Like a horror story you don't believe 
until you and your friends start freaking each other out. 

"Fish, do you have ghosts on this island?" 

"Highly unlikely, I've lived here 100% of my life and in 17 years, I 
should have already met one." 

"Wait, you're 17? You're my age!" a gob smacked look on his 
face . 

"Yeah. Next week, though." Said Fishlegs, entertained by his 
expression . 

"Happy Birthday, Dude!" 

"Thank you. You're 17?" 

"4 months strong!" He said, puffing up his chest. He would have taken 
off his helmet and bowed were in not for how thoroughly he was 
bound . 

"Funny, your maturity levels are lacking by at least 30%. I thought 
you must be a large 1-year-old." 

"Wah- WHAT? You can't measure maturity by percentages!" 

"Sure I can. You can measure anything by percentages." 

"No, Some things are intangible. Your not supposed to measure them." 
_Where is that second signal? Why is she taking so long?,_ he 
thought . 

"We measure bravery. That's intangible. But we still argue about 
which of us will get into Valhalla. And I'm pretty sure your going to 
get in on bronze instead of brains." 

Glaring, "Ok, that's just rude! I'm you're elder. You supposed to 
Respect me." 

Fishlegs laughed and under his laughter Snotlout once again he heard 
the frail voice sing low, "Lo, they do call to meee . " It was right 
outside . 

Fishlegs stopped laughing and his eyes clapped on the barn 
door . 

Snot lout threw caution to the wind and yelled, "They bid me take my 
place among them. In the halls of Valhalla!" 



Fishlegs pounced on Snotlout. The barn doors burst open. In skin 
clinging clothes was a tall woman with brown curls tumbling down her 
back. Fishlegs pressed the blade of his battle axe into Snotlout 's 
throat. "Where the brave may live f oreevveeer . " Finished the 
woman . 


From her hilltop, Astrid could hear none of the deals the pirates 
were offering but she could feel her people getting more restless. 
Whatever had been offered wasn't enough. This was gonna get ugly. 
Something hard and sharp bounced off the back of her head. Turning, 
she shot an arrow into the mists. She listened to it zip through the 
air, coming into contact with nothing. She glared, looking for any 
sign of movement. A pebble suddenly shot out at her and clipped her 
shoulder. She shot another arrow, and heard it crash into a bush. 

This damn fog was too thick. Two pebbles smacked into her in rapid 
succession, one drawing blood from her forehead. This was no good. 

She couldn't see her attacker and she was too in the open. Switching 
her bow for her hatchet she ran into the fog, following the footpath 
that she knew well. She stopped behind a tree. Listen. 

Nothing. Rustling. Hurried footsteps. She ran after her attacker. She 
could hear him panting and tripping. She had home court advantage! 
Adrenaline pumped into her and she doubled her speed. She heard him 
utter a cry of alarm directly in front of her. _He ' s reached a dead 
end !_ 

Suddenly there was nothing beneath her feet. Her mind reassessed as 
she began to fall. _Not a dead end. A cliff. Dead End. DEAD._ 

It happened so fast, she forgot to scream. Something wrapped around 
her middle. Two things came from behind her and forced her legs 
apart. A dark shape rushed up to meet her. Suddenly she was sitting 
on something while she was falling. She felt it pull up. She saw ice 
cold water part before them from the rush of hair. She was going 
across the water, impossibly fast. 

Her fingers processed that her hands had instinctively clutched onto 
two short horns in front of her. Her hands felt around. Hot scales 
and leather straps. She tried to look upward. Banks of Eog flashed 
by, she was driving through layers of grey and white mists at 
impossible speed with chilling black water a few feet below. She 
whimpered, screwing her eyes shut. Two arms tightened around her 
middle. "Lean into me," he said. She leaned back into someone's 
chest. The two arms relaxed away from her waist and took hold of the 
hand grips woven out of the leather. Astrid tried to get the nerve to 
open her eyes, to look over her shoulder, and to see who she was 
with. Then she felt the monster beneath her make a sharp turn. She 
screamed, her eyes popped open. The first thing she saw was the fog 
falling behind them and as they barreled upward into open blue 
sky . 


4 . RIP Camicazi 

IE YOU READ THIS CAPTER BEEORE SCROLL TO THE BOTTOM BEEORE READING 
NEXT CHAPTER 



GAH, IM AN IDIOT! It's been hell and I totally dropped the balla€l 
I'm going to do better for my readers. All 20 of youa€ 1 


Just kidding!... sort of. I really appreciate your participation, 
criticism, comments, and encouragement. There are more songs to come. 
And these you may yet knowa€ 1 -L 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>- Berk -<p> 

Bertha the endowed was dreading something. She was more nervous now, 
as the fog was clearing, than she had been in the chilly morning of 
trade. Some were already patting eachother on the back, as if they'd 
won a 2nd bout- foiled another raid. But Bertha scoffed. It had gone 
wrong- even if these island bumpkins couldn't tell. Where was Astrid? 
If Bertha could explain it to her, Astrid would definetly 
understand . 

It had all been so... Oh let's just go back. 

*f lashback* 

The men heaved the treasure chest back onto their long boat. The 
funnily shaped one was still yammering, " This was a good offer, to 
have an honest trade. You'll regret not taking this bargain, I can 
promise you that." Bertha was already regretting it. His unnerving 
amount of mutilations had given way to a not unlikable personality, 
and Bertha would not have minded peace with him. And while Stoic the 
Vast had said little, he had made it clear how much more they'd be 
willing to give for the boy. Even perhaps set up a contingency plan. 
But the idea of the pirates returning on a regular basis put the 
village more on edge. "Why volunteer so much for a single boy." 

The mutilated man spoke for them again, "Only you could call him a 
single boy, having boys to spare. But to us folk, of which there are 
so few, each one of us is irreplaceable. Family is what we area€ 1 And 
we would do anything for each other." 

*f in* 

This had been both a plea and a warning, she knew it. But alas it 
fell on deaf ears. Bertha the Endowed, despite being Chieftess, in 
this moment had no true power. She was a mere speaker for the people 
and could not override their stubborn deafness. So now that noon had 
finally brought the sun back around. Just as her people had been too 
stubborn to listen to a pirate's pleas, Bertha was stubbornly nervous 
and afraid. Something terrible was about to happen. 

The terrible Thorson twins, actually. In they came with bloody news, 
and they would have screamed it at the top of their lungs had they 
not been carrying a bleeding Viking on their backs. Maura the 
Thunderous rose from Bertha's side. She ran to the twins, reaching 
for her son. "Fishlegs!" 

Fishlegs was put down on the stage and everyone swarmed around him. 
Mothers immediately set to work bandaging him. A strange rash of 
yellow hives had begun swelling around the some deeper cuts. Everyone 
crowded around the unconscious teenager. Mutterings and whimpers 
arose from the crowd. 



"What is it?" 


"What's Wrong with him?" 

"Tis A curse! The Pirates have cursed us all!" 

"Daddy, What's that yellow stuff?" 

"Nothing sweetiea€l Go to our house and get that medicine Daddy uses 
on snake bites, kay baby?" Bertha watched the child go before sidling 
up next to the father who had spoken, "What did you mean by that? 
Could poison do this?" 

The father turned out to be Roth the Fair and he nodded. "I haven't 
seen wounds like that since the last great wara€ 1 but yes. A poisoned 
sword could do this, very easily." 

Maura made a helpless guttering sound, a far cry from her usual 
booming self-assurance. Bertha put a hand on Fishleg's mother. She 
couldn't imagine seeing either of her children like that. Suddenly 
worried Bertha looks around for her children. She spots her son, Rek, 
at Fishleg's feet with tears in his eyes. "Rek. Reksi! Rek? Heya€ 1 go 
out and check on your sister for me, okay?" The 10 year old looked at 
her, lost. He then gratefully nodded his head and stumbled out of the 
building. Bertha took a deep breath and looked at everything. The 
people were beginning to panic and the wounds would be infected or 
worsened by unknowing hands trying to help. "Everyone out! Children, 
Men, and anyone who Can't help this boy, out with you!" 

Everyone but nursing mothers and the few teenagers cleared out, 
reluctantly . 

Roth did not leave but instead turned to the twins, "What in Lock! ' s 
Name happened to him?" Ruff nut didn't seem to hear him but Tuff nut 
responded for both of them. "We found him like this, hunched over 
against Wavebreaker Rock." 

Roth blinked, "but that's the sea line. Almost a mile from the 
prisoner-" 

Unexpectedly Ruffnut spoke, "The prisoner wasn't there anymoreaC 1 See, 
we- we went to the barn first but they were both gone. There was b- 
bloodaC 1 all over." Her eyes fixed again on Eishlegs and she started 
to stutter nonsense. Bertha joined them and put a comforting arm 
around Ruffnut 's shaking shoulders. "It's okay, child. Do not cry. 
You're friend will be fine. We know what to do. Just wait, he'll come 
round . " 

Erom behind them came a raspy voice hissing, "Odin's cursed 
eyea€ 1 " 

Maura thundered a scolding, "Language!" before realizing who had 
spoken and running to her son's side. 

"Or he could wake up now. That works too." Chuckled Tuffnut as his 
sister raced over with Bertha a step behind." 

Eishlegs groaned, "Sorry, mum." His words were slurring and sloppy 
and he was still squinting as if he couldn't see where he was. 



Ruffnut might have hugged him if he hadn't started coughing up blood. 
Maura held a bucket and pulled her son up so he could spit the blood 
out. After he did this she inspected his mouth. She soon sighed with 
relief, " He bit his tongue. So no major internal bleedinga€ 1 it's 
just his tongue." 

Ruffnut teetered with uncertainty until she was beaten to the punch 
by Bertha, "What happened?" Fishlegs coughed a lot more before he 
could get enough air in his lungs, "Was attacked by thisa€ 1 pirates . 
and she came to take the prisoner. Too fast for me, and silent, ' cept 
for the song. Shea€ 1 was singing a lota€ 1 " He broke into more 
wheezing coughs. "Were all these cuts by her?", asked Roth. 

"N-no. Some were by my own foolish axe being whirled around by that 
a€"cough-Overgrown a€" cough- One Year Old." 

"Is he getting delirious on us?" asked Bertha, with concern. 

Ruffnut smiled weakly, "No, he's just talking about the 
prisoner . " 

"That's a pretty accurate description of him." Chimed in 
Tuff cup . 

Ruffnut snapped at her brother, "Accurate of you too, now hush." This 
set off a classic twins argument. Bertha ignored them and asked 
Fishlegs to continue. 

Fishlegs seemed to be having trouble remembering so he explained 
slowly, "We were in the barna€ 1 But she was too fast. Snotlout got 
free and got me from the backa€ 1 He had mea€ 1 He had me with my own 
axe. B-buta€ 1 He didn't kill me. Knocked me on the head instead. 

Heard another song, must have been a signal. They turned tail and 
ran. S- so, I chased them. Through the northern brush, but my arms 
started going numb and my vision blurred. Couldn't throw an 'thing at 
them. Followed them all the way till they climbed over Wavebreaker 
Rock. Then the blood rushed to my head and it all went dark. 
Som-something wa-asn't right about her sword. Not normal. Definitely 
nota€ 1 " 

Fishlegs was fading out and Bertha gently nudged him, "Try not to 
sleep just yeta€ 1 Can you describe anything else? What did she look 
like?" 

Fishlegs seemed to wake up more with that question, "Copper hair. 

Long and curly, like the Irish traders. Dressed all in black. And she 
was older than you, perhaps." 

"Really? Cider than me?" Bertha asked surprised, radically changing 
the mental image she was building in her mind's eye. 

"Yeah. Much smaller. Shorter than Astrid, even. But definitely older, 
experiencedaC 1 and just beautiful." Fishlegs said, 
of f-handedly . 

Ruffnut seemed to come out of nowhere, "Beautiful? What- What do you 
mean Beautiful?!" Ruffnut dug her nails into his palm. 

Fishlegs winced and then flinched away from her violently, "Cw! Gods, 
I didn't mean it like that! Ahg ! " 



Ruffnut was now twisting his arm and squeezing his wounds, "I thought 
**I** was beautiful to you. You plan on leaving me for some older 
woman? " 

Bertha moved forward to stop her, but Tuffnut stretched out an arm in 
front of her. "Wait, it's getting interesting." And curiosity got the 
best of her as Fishleg's yelled 

"Gods No! Owl Crazy Woman, NO. owww ! " Fishlegs was stamping his foot 
in pain as she popped and squished puss out of his arm. This was 
technically the same treatment the women had been doing the whole 
time, but Ruff was using it as a way to give new meaning to 'pain is 
gain ' . 

"Well leaving me isn't going to me that easy you, **Foolish 
Viking**." There was a loud pop. 

"OW!" Fishlegs was suddenly able to yank his arm from her. "I Was NOT 
Trying to Leave you for another woman. And _please_ remember that I'm 
a foolish **Wounded** Viking!" 

Ruff stamped her foot ans screached this next part. There was no more 
mistaking it, this was fullblown tantrum. "Well you coulda been a 
foolish DEAD Viking! Are you trying to leave me for the halls of 
Vallhalla? ! " Ruff wanted to shake him, beat the living daylights out 
of him. But then she saw the bewilderment on his round face... and 
she let her arms and shoulders fall limp, all the energy drained 
slowly out of her. 

You could see Fishleg's brain- realigning, recalculat ing in the full 
silence, "oh.. Oh, Ruff nuta€ 1 "Fishlegs tried to sit up, he couldn't 
really- but he did manage to take her hand. 

"Shut up." Ruffnut muttered under her breath. Ruffnut wiped her 
welling tears on her sleeve and suddenly noticed that everyone around 
them was fully engrossed in the soap opera. Maura whispered in 
Bertha's ear, " I'm not sure whether the Lil Harpie just helped or 
tried to kill my son twicea€ 1 " 

Bertha laughed and everyone in the room broke from their suspended 
animation. There were quite a few catcalls, giggling, and wolf 
whistles. The couple turned scarlet. "Yes, alright! We're not running 
a zoo! Enough Chatter." Bertha the Endowed turned a commanding glare 
on the teenagers . 

"Now that everything has been saida€ 1 someone needs to tell the 
people what we've learnedaC 1 " Tuffnut immediately turned to the door 
but Ruffnut squealed. 

"WAIT! Waita€ 1 I need to do his other arm." 

"I suppose that's true." Hummed Bertha. 

Eishleg's eyes popped out of his skull, "WHAT?" 

Ruffnut smiled evilly down at him, " Yes. I have to pop the other arm 
back in. Did you think you had just magically regained power over 
your arm. By Your Self?" 



Fishlegs seemed to calculate this in his head before deflating. In a 
resigned dread he asked, "Does it have hurt as much?" 

Maura the Thunderous cheerfully added, "Well, my boy, if you faint 
from the pain- That's fine, since you were gonna need sedating 
anyway." Laughing goes around as the women roll up their sleeves and 
proceed with the ghastly work. Tuffnut is cackling hardest of all 
when he opens the door and nearly trips over Rek. 

Rek darts around Tuffnut and toward the stage, "Mommy!" 

Bertha: "No, dear. You mustn't see this." 

Rek gasps, "Mommy, it's Astrid's." 

Bertha looked down to see a splintered piece of wood clutched in the 
10 year old's hands. It looks like a warrior's bow that have been 
split in half. Bertha bends down to hear her son, "Rek, Mommy doesn't 
understanda€ 1 " 

Rek takes a deep breath before looking at his mother with big 
meaningful eyes, "**It's Astrid's."** 

Bertha's eyes finally focused on the splintered wood. She recognized 
it. The wire was still attached and carved into the base was a single 
name. "Astrida€ 1 " 

-*&^$%- Somewhere-*&^$%- 

Acid. Her throat was burning. Her knees knocked together as she stood 
hunched over and gagging. Her eyes watered and all the strength went 
out of her. She fell backward, and soon curled into a fetal position. 
Burying her face in her hair and arms, she wept. The shame. Astrid 
had actually thrown up. If they flew straight perhaps this could have 
been avoided but more dragons had appeared and the damned thing had 
started to do loops. Loops! 

Was he trying to kill her? ! 

Taking some quick cooling gasps, she sat up straight to ponder that. 
They had landed on a small volcanic rock with little life. No trees; 
not even bushes. Nowhere to hide. Not that anyone could hide for long 
on an island this small. The sky was clear and annoyingly cheerful 
while the ocean lapsed lazily on the shore. The boy and the dragon 
had gone on the other side of the hill to give her privacy. In fact 
they had only landed when they saw her turning green. Politeness is 
an unusual trait to find ina€ 1 What were they? 

A boya€ 1 And a Dragon? Working together? They had listened to each 
other, taking and giving note to the other's demands. Even now, 

Astrid could hear the boy talking and the dragon growling, like two 
friends carrying out a conversation. She hiked back up the hill and 
dropped low, to eavesdrop. 

"She's going to kill me." _Yes, I will, thought Astrid. _ 

"When she said, 'Take her out'. She Definitely did Not mean 'take her 
out of danger even though she's the kin of kidnapping Vikings!" The 
small boy sat down hard on a small boulder. Astrid froze and the 
dragon sneezed. 



"Of course, you don't think so. You are not in trouble. YOU are a 
dragon and have no mother! Especially not a mother as famous for her 
ruthlessness as mine!" 

The dragon snorted and Astrid was intrigued. Who was this mother? 
Astrid was also a bit put out that the one to stir fear in the boy's 
heart was in fact his mother rather than she, herself. Then thinking 
upon her mother, she saw his point. Mothers were scary. 

The boy looked to the dragon with upmost dread, "There's no choice, 
Toothlessa€l I'll have to kill her." 

Astrid reeled back in shock and lost her footing. She slid downhill 
before catching her grip again. But too late. The dragon has heard 
her and there would be no more information to be gathered. They came 
up the hill now to check on her. They would kill her. Astrid crouched 
low her eyes focused on where their heads were due to appear. The boy 
came first. She tackled him. They were both sent tumbling down hill 
in a wrestling embrace. The dragon roared after them. They came to 
rest where the hill ended and the beach began. She immediately 
asserted herself over him grabbed his dagger from his belt. 

The dragon hissed menacingly and prowled forward. Astrid froze, 
dagger an inch from the boys face. "Toothless! Calm down!" The boy 
tried to sit up, Astrid halted him with the dagger to his throat, and 
the dragon once again growled. 

"Don't do it." The boy just looked directly in her eyes. He was so 
calm. 

His voice lowered and his words came out slow and gentle. Like he was 
taming a new dragon, hiccup said, "Take it easy. There's no reason to 
angry. Everything is okayaC 1 you will be okay." 

"LIAR!" Astrid jammed the dagger up into his chin, starting off a 
slow trickle of blood. The dragon's claws extended into the sand and 
it lowered itself into a crouch. Muscles tensed and small teeth 
appeared in a silent hiss. The boy waved his dragon down. His eyes 
found Astrid' s. "Listen. If you kill mea€ 1 my dragon will kill 
you . " 

"Astrid spat into the side and scowled, "What does it matter? I heard 
you! You're going to kill me!" 

"No, I won't." 

"You won't- because I am going to Kill You Eirst." 

Hiccup rolled until he was over her, both of his hands wrapped around 
the hand that held the dagger. She used both her feet to kick him off 
and roll away from him. They began to circle with bated breath. 

Hiccup took out another dagger. 

She slashed the air with the dagger, defensively. "I will not die 
here, by your blade! Nor your dragon! My people need me!" hissed 
Astrid, she wasn't sure if she was saying this for his benefit or her 
own . 


Either way, something about this pissed Hiccup off. "Your people need 



you? Your people need you? Ha!" 


Astrid faltered, unsure. Perhaps this boy was insane? He wouldn't 
turn out to be one of those berserker types would he? 

Hiccup abruptly stopped circling. He stood straight and crossed his 
arms over his chest. "Listen up. You think you're the only one with 
responsibilities? Well My people need Me. And now you want to kill 
me? I saved your life! I caught you at 40 miles per hour on- " Astrid 
had interrupted him. She had interrupted with a side ways tackle that 
sent him flying face first into the sand. She grabbed random limbs 
and twisted, hoping something would lock and some sort of cry of pain 
would come out. The boy seemed to slide out of her grip. He also 
seemed to be insane- as she had first thought- since instead of 
trying to flip her off him he rearranged himself beneath her. 
Apparently making himself comfortable, he left himself flat on his 
back and put both his hands behind his head. Astrid had trouble 
believing this and waved the dagger in his face. Not to threaten him 
more but more like she was saying, 'Excuse me. I Still have a 
Dagger ' . 

The boy was silent for a bit before continuing in a shaky irritation, 
"You know what! You want to kill me? That's fine! What more would I 
expect of a Viking?! a€ 1 Just know that if you kill me. Toothless 
will kill youa€ 1 And even if you kill us both you will still starve 
to death. Especially considering we are your only way on and off this 
island . " 

Astrid' s adrenaline was still pumping though her but she held herself 
frozen, mental wheels turning. She started cursing and cussing as 
never before. She grabbed the hair at the top of his scalp and began 
to bash his head into the ground. This didn't have the desired effect 
since his hands and the sand cushioned the bashing but it was 
rattling enough that the insane boy finally tried to sit up from his 
reclining position. His left hand caught her hand with the dagger 
while his right clamped on the claw in his hair. His eyes were wide 
is fear and Astrid thought, _finally something normal. _ 

But wrenched the normality right back out of the situation when he 
let go of her dagger hand and reached for her face, maternally. 

"Don ' t Crya€ 1 " 

Astrid blinked rapidly; she felt the tears flow down and her temper 
rise up. "Don't Pity Me!" She made a clumsy jab at his head and 
nicked his ear with the dagger, drawing blood. This was an 
unfortunate turn of events for it was this smell of blood that sent 
180 pounds of pure dragon muscle straight at her head. 

-Over the still sea- 

Two ships with black sails entered the rock maze, shrouded in fog. 

The wind stopped and the two Pirate ship's sails wilted like flowers 
in poisoned water. Stoic the vast ordered oars be pulled out. The 
order was loud enough to be heard on the second pirate ship and was 
followed immediately. Every man and woman was doing his/ her part. 

All accept one. Snotlout, despite being recovered from the enemy just 
a few hours ago, was working like two men. He pushed and pulled the 
oar for himself and for the silent man next to him, Dane the Defiant. 
Dane the Defiant had been a happy man. He was still a happy man 
yesterday. But as soon as he had seen the date this morning, all joy 



was gone from the world. Vallhallarama came to their bench and raised 
a single brow. Snotlout was too out of breath and Dane didn't seem to 
notice her at all. Her question was, instead, answered by the 
Spitelout, who sat in the bench directly behind his son, "It is now 
two years to the day since Camicazia€l" 

Vallhallarama ' s eyes softened and almost reached tears. And she left 
Dane to his pain. No parent should have to bury their childa€l 
Thinking of this, she suddenly needed to hold Hiccup to her. She 
scrawled a note to him and pulled a Terrible Terror from its roost on 
the ship's helm. She chucked it into the air and watched it go. 

A hand fell on her shoulder; she blinked away tears before she 
recognized Fulnir the Stinking and Drott the Dim by her side. They 
were Dane's best friends. Drott the Dim proved himself not so dim 
when he cleared his throat and began to sing. 

"Close your eyes and I'll kiss you. Tomorrow I'll miss youa€ 1 " 

>Fulnir and Valhallarama joined him, "Remember I'll always be 
trueaC 1 "<p> 

Dane's head snapped up to see who was singing. A couple more pirates 
joined in, "And then while I'm away I'll write home every 
daya€ 1 " 

Stoic must have heard it and understood because his deep voice rang 
out from the other ship. "And I'll send all my loving to you!" 

The pirates followed their Captain into the song as if they were 
following him into great battle. Tears smeared the dirt on Dane's 
face, he beamed with appreciation before he could get his shaky voice 
to join them. 

>"I'll pretend that I'm kissingaC 1 <p> 

The lips I am missing. 

And hope that my dreams will come trueaC 1 " 

That is the song they sang all the way to the harbor of their home. 
They kept humming it to themselves and would sing it together again 
before dinner, along with the prayer. When she was finally back in 
her cozy little house, Valhallarama remembered a question a little 
girl had once asked her. 'Why did such cut- throat fearless pirates 
sing so much? ' 

This song for exampleaC 1 It was a song that they would now sing every 
year on this day for as long as they lived. The reason they were 
singing wasn't exactly happyaC 1 so why do it? More of them would 
surely be kidnapped, murdered, and eaten. But they would never stop 
singingaCl perhaps when the world hates you, songs can prove that you 
were and are still loved. 

"If only I could have understood this when she asked mea€ 1 It would 
have been nice to tell her this while she was aliveaCl" The piratess 
shook her head sadly and resumed singing the favorite song of Dane's 
dead daughter. 


"And then while I'm away" 



"I'll 


A careful Tenor joined her from outside her cliffside window, 
write home every day and I'll send all my loving to 
you . " 

Valhallarama reached up and pulled a cord that opened the window, she 
greeted Hiccup with a smug smile . "Hello, son. Burry any treasure 
lately? " 

"I'm not sure what you mean." Hiccup said as he hopped through the 
window and headed for the kitchen. "I'm starving!" 

Valhallarama pulled a lever behind a broken rocking chair and the 
kitchen doors slammed shut. N_ever should have designed that for 
her_. Hiccup turned back toward his mother. He looked at his toes 
nervously before he admitted, "Just a Captain's ransom." 

He dove into a rapid fire explanation, "But i didn't mean to disobey 
orders! you weren't quite clear! And even so you knew i wasn't 
capable of a... a dispatch, i couldn't even do that to a dragon, 
remember? " 

Hestopped himself abruptly because she was laughing. "YOU are going 
to get So much Dragon Shit for this!" 

"Who's eating dragon shit?" said the enormous man, leaning against 
the framing of the front door. 

Valhallarama froze and Hiccup winced. She turned to him with open 
arms and a guilty smile, " Love, we didn't hear you come in..." 
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5. Stoick is Scottish 
-(*&%-The Misty Isle-%&*)- 

Stoick the Vast pretended to lean on the doorframe. In truth, he was 
supporting his own weight and lowering his center of gravity. He was 
preparing for a physical duel, not that it would actually come to 
blows between himself, his ex-wife and his son. It was habitual. When 
aggravated, Stoick got ready. Which why everybody tried not to 
aggravate Stoick. Well everybody but, Valhallarama. She smiled at him 
with a charming guilt and opened her arms out to him as if he was to 
walk into her embrace. His pulse rate went up and his stomach 
flipped. Not that Stoick was still in love with his Ex-wife. It was 
habitual . 



" Love, we didn't hear you come in..." 

Stoick frowned, "Love?" 

Valhallarama fluttered her eyelashes and cooed, "Yes, 
dear ? " 

Stoick 's frowned worsened, mostly because his stomach had flipped 
again, but it still had the desired intimidating affect. Hiccup 
appeared to have stopped breathing, altogether. Stoick tried to stay 
focused, "No, Val . I mean, since when do you call Me 'love'? You're 
thinking of the wrong husband." 

That finally faltered her charming smile. Stoick saw Hiccup also 
deflate at this quip and decided to change the subject Now. "So, 
who's eating dragon shit? Seriously, I'd like to see that." Hiccup 
went from depressed deflation to guilty pacing. Val spun a web of 
clever chatter but Stoick tuned it out, to watch his son pace. 

"Hiccup ! " 

"Y-yes?!" said hiccup, promptly tripping on his own feet. 

"What did you do?" He hollered, straightening to his full height. By 
doing this he actually pierced the doorframe with his helmet antlers. 
So, when Stoick stepped into the living room he left his helmet stuck 
in the doorway. His red hair sticking up in all directions, Val 
started giggling. Hiccup, like his father, couldn't be distracted 
from a potential betrayal. Letting out a miserable sigh. Hiccup said, 
"I may have beena€ 1 unable to kill someone, face to face." 

Stoick lowered his voice, "I understand that. You couldn't even kill 
a dragon . " 

"But remember how much we benefitted from that." Val said stepping 
toward the two of them, putting a hand on his enormous shoulder. "We 
never would have developed such a closeness to the dragons. Hunting, 
building, fighting became easier. Now when those dragons haul in 
their kill they bring it to us first. They love us and we-" 

"Which only made our family bigger. Which made us have That Much More 
To Lose," Stoick growled at Val. Turning towards Hiccup, "Are you 
saying you've done something that could benefit the village? No, I 
don't think you are." 

Hiccup wanted to shrink and dissapear. He false started a couple 
times before getting out a single mangled word, "Hostage." 

That took a looong moment to sink in, but when it did, "AAUGH, 

HICCUP ! " 

Hiccup actually tried to run away but Stoick 's enormous hand caught 
the back of his collar and hoisted him back. Raising his son to his 
eyelevel, "What on earth, were you thinking. Hiccup?" 

"Well- wellaCl" 

"He was just following my orders." Val interjected, crossing her 
arms . 



Stoick dropped Hiccup, who landed frogishly on all fours. "I should 
have known." 

"N-no ! Dad! Mom didn't order me to kidnap her!" 

"But She Did send you to do something she knew you weren't capable 
of!" He rounded on Val with a roar, "You never think about the 
welfare of our village!" 

"And you never think about the welfare of our son!" She 
snapped . 

"I'm right here"Don't talk about me as if I'm not. ," Huiccup spoke 
in a soft voice that was as sad as it was angry. Quiet as he was, his 
parents could not have overlooked him, so intense was his delivery. 
"And haven't I asked the both of you, to please not argue in front of 
me? Haven't you both agreed not to?" Glaring at both of them , 
niether of whom could look away, he began to stamp each word out- 
like each had personally offended him, "So why are you? ... Saying you 
care more. Does. Not. Prove. It." Stoick made unhappy noises from the 
back of his throat and Val just looked pained. Val turned her back on 
Stoick and began to pace while Stoick sat down and took deep breaths. 
"Hiccupa€l how abouta€ 1 you just tell me what happened?" 

And so Hiccup recapped his morning of impulsive life saving. To his 
noontime fight on an empty island that ended with him prying the 
unconscious girl out from under his dragon's belly. Receiving his 
mother's message to come home. Leaving the girl in a heap of cloth to 
rush back home, only to be caught up in the "haul in" of the wilder 
dragons and being forced to make a "deposit" to their "landlord" to 
continue on his way. 

Stoick was about to launch into a lecture when Val blurted, "you mean 
you just left a poor girl on an abandoned island all by herself? She 
must be starving by now!" 

Stoick made a noise of tired exasperation, "Val, need I remind you 
that we don't exactly have the food, here, with which to feed 
her . " 

"So what are we going to do, Stoick? Let her starve to death?" Val 
glared at him, contemptuously. "When it was Our Fault she was on that 
tiny island in the first place?" 

Val watched Stoick. Stoick watched the ceiling. Hiccup watched his 
parents, sighed, and walked back toward the Cliffside window. 

He climbed out the window, stood on the ledge, clinging to the gaps 
between the house bricks, and whistled. The afternoon sun had yet to 
touch the ocean, which crashed horrifically against the rock a few 
miles below. 

"Where do you think you're going?!" boomed Stoick. 

"To stop a girl from starving," said Hiccup. 

"Wait, Have you thought of all the options! Consider the 
consequences ! " 


Hiccup shrugged. By shrugging, he let go of his grip on the house. He 



swayed back slowly and was soon sent plummeting downwards. He 
freefell a fifty meters before being caught on a nightfury's 
back . 

Stoick muttered, "Odin preserve us. He's as impulsive as You 


"Oh please, he got that from Your side of the family. Blood of the 
Scots runs hot." Val flashed her toothiest grin, and shrugged in a 
manner identical to her sons. She turned her back to him and Stoick 
frowned. Partially because his son was bringing back a bloodthirsty 
Viking; Mostly because his stomach had flipped from watching his 
Ex-wife walk away. 

Habits die hard. 


6. what only Bucket saw 

-On a villain's ship. The Queen Anne's Vengance- 

The man named Bucket was picked up by his hook and thrown overboard. 
He wailed and shrieked right up till he splashed into the water. 

Mulch watched with wide eyes, but stood absolutely still. The 
Captain's outbursts of destruction, cruelty, and insanity happened 
everyday, but throwing Mulch's best friend overboard was new. The 
before mentioned insanely cruel captain, Alvin the Treacherous 
stretched contentedly, " Well, that was an entertaining workout. Now, 
somebody clean up this mess." 

Sailors slowly unfroze or uncurled from their cowering positions and 
began to pick up the scattered pieces and equipment that their 
captain had destroyed for fun. Mulch, on the other hand, immediately 
grabbed a rope and dived overboard to rescue Bucket. For a few 
minutes, the rope was pulled taught, without movement. Sailors began 
to watch the rope with worry, counting the seconds, looking for signs 
of their shipmates, and fingering more rope. The captain finally 
noticed the crew's worry and decided to milk it. Alvin the 
Treacherous swaggered toward the rope and smiled congenially. "They 
been at it long enough. Surely drowned by now. What say I cut the 
rope? " 

"No!" came from several different directions. 

Alvin smiled wider, revealing ugly prosthetic teeth of stone and 
wood. "You trying to tell your captain what to do now?" he asked, 
resting his sword's blade on the rope. The crew froze. The dead 
silence was chilling, only broken by the slapping of ocean waves and 
small footsteps. Excellinor the 2nd approached her father with a 
large tanker and a stiff enormous smile. "Ale, Father?" 

"Thank you. Darling." Alvin said reaching for it. 

Excellinor the 2nd gave her father an imperious glare through her 
mane of crimson hair, as she demanded, "No, YOU come HERE." She 
punctuated this by pulling a white handkerchief from her breast 
pocket and waving it at him as if she was drying his mouth. 

Alvin rolled his eyes but sheaved his sword his sword and walked back 
to his daughter. Just as Alvin began to chug his ale. Bucket was 



grasping the deck's railing with Mulch gasping below. Crewmembers ran 
to haul their mates onboard as Alvin and his daughter watched from 
the shade. A nightmarish shriek erupted from 
below . 

"AALVIIIIIN! " 

The daughter pretended that she did not hear it continued to watch 
the crew, ship, and sky as if everything displeased her. Alvin 
growled and stomped down to tend to Excelinor the 1st, his 
mother . 

All sailors return to their duties except for Mulch and Bucket, who 
are sprawled on the deck, still catching their breath. Bucket's face 
was the only one turned skyward and so was the only one to see a 
Nightfury and a small boy zoom overhead. Mulch's face is turned 
toward where Excellinor still stands and he spies her. Without 
lifting up any other part of his body, he accusingly waves his hook 
in her direction, "They tell me you saved us. Distracting your old 
man with drink when he was about to cut the lifeline. What you do 
that for? You want something? Or was it just luck?" 

Excellinor the 2nd did not respond, glaring at the world as if she 
hadn't heard. 

Bucket sat up and smiled at the girl, simple mindedly. "Thank you, 
miss . " 

The teenager's haughty exterior evaporated. Tired eyed, Excellinor 
allowed a strained nod and a hopeless smile before retreating into 
the ship's dark lower levels. 

Mulch watched her go before looking to Bucket, muttering, "Don't 
trust her. Bucket. Of an already screwed up family, she'll be the 
worst. I can feel it. Always changing expressions at the drop of a 
hat. That one's the most two faced of them all." 

"Nuh-uh, " Bucket smiled at the sky and put his hands behind his neck, 
"I like her . " 

Mulch rolled his eyes, "You like everyone! You're too 
trusting ! " 

Bucket stood up carefully, extending a hand to Mulch, "Not 
nooowwww . " 

Mulch accepted the hand and hopped up. He began to check his friend 
for injuries, "Not this time, you mean? So you admit you're wrong 
most of the time!" 

Bucket stomped his foot, "I. Like. Her." 

"You're so stubborn, you make the Vikings look gentle," Mulch guided 
his charge by his shoulders toward the main mast. Mulch took a towel 
from the mast's base and began to dry Bucket's hair. He tried to 
reason with Bucket, "Listen, you can't like her. You don't know her! 
And you can't trust who you don't know!" 


"Ilikeher! Ilikeher!" Bucket drooled a little as he said this 



"You Don't Know Her." Mulch insisted as he dabbed the drool off his 
friend ' s face . 

Bucket crossed his arms, unwilling to drop it. "Yeah, I do. She makes 
sense . " 

Mulch chuckled. "HOW? She's mean and bossy to Daddy's girl to a moody 
zombie the next! How can anyone make sense of that? Whatsmore, how 
does She make sense to You and not me? I'm not the one who knocked my 
head, whilst wrestling a dragon." 

Bucket blew out his cheeks, "You're not that smart. Mulch. You're 
just smarter than me." 

Mulch cackled, "And that's not saying much." 

"No, it's not." Bucket conceded before kicking his best friend in the 
shin. Mulch ended up toppling to the floor, holding his shin and 
laughing. Both were causing Mulch enough pain to bring tears to his 
eyes, which gave Bucket time to think his argument through. By the 
time Mulch calmed down Bucket felt prepared. 

"We work for horrible people." 

"No argument there." 

"Well we may have to work for thema€ 1 but She has to be Related to 
them . " 

Mulch made seven different faces of shock before smiling and holding 
his hands up in defeat. Bucket punched the air, childishly, and 
started for his position on the Starboard side. Mulch still sat on 
the deck floor against the foremast and yelled after him, "You may be 
righta€ 1 but that doesn't mean you won!" 

"Yeah, it does." 

"No it doesn't! I justa€ 1 I just don't understand women!" Bucket let 
loose a string of contagious guffaws. Mulch shrugged, "You were 
always to understand all that complex female stuffa€l" 

Bucket reached his post, picked up a burnt and battered bucket and 
placed it on his head like a crown. He turned back toward his friend 
and struck a pose, "That's cause I am a Genius!" 

Snorting good-naturedly. "A Comedic Genius, Maybe." 


7 . High Tide 

-*%The somewhere island*%- 

Toothless circled around the island, searching for life. Landing on 
the beach with a loud crunch, he shakes himself off. His scales 
whisper like a wave on the shore, as Toothless stretches like a cat. 
He lets out a warning growl, smelling a storm near by. 

Hiccup stroked the dragon's head comfortingly. "It's okay, it's not 
headed in our direction." 



Looking about the island, it seemed bigger than before with no 
vikingess in sight. He had left her, unconscious. Right Here. But 
then perhaps it had been to much of a stretch that she would still be 
asleep, and easily transportable, when he got back. "Perhaps, she 
swam for it?" he asked, doubtfully. But no, he heard a strangled cry 
from just out of sight. Jumping off his friend's back he bounds to 
the very top of the island and looks down to see a figure he hadn't 
seen from the sky. It lay, covered from head to foot in mud, 
surrounded by similarly colored earth and seaweed. 

As he jogged down he recognized the guttural pained sounds she was 
making 

"Don't Crya€ 1 " he crouched down and wiped some sand from her 
eyes . 

Astrid sat up slowly, blinked rapidly and felt a tightening in her 
gut like when she had first thrown up. "Don't Pity Mea€ 1 " she more or 
less gurgled. 

"Well you're pretty pitiablea€l" Hiccup said, vaguely amused. Astrid 
rose quite suddenly but off balance. She tried to tackle him but 
instead tumbled into him. Weighed down by soggy earth, she sent them 
tumbling and rolling into the waves. 

The first to emerge was Astrid, scrambling up and away from the ocean 
as if she feared it. Hiccup stomped after her and stood over her, 
glowering and dripping. She scowled at him and then at the ocean. 
Trying to sound gruff and commanding like his father, he grunted, 
"What the hell happened to you?" 

Silence. Awkward silence. And Hiccup cleared his throat, nervously. 

He wasn't very good at situations like thisa€l She just sat there 
like a statue, refusing to look at him. Toothless prowled quietly up 
to them, apparently finished with watching from afar. He nudged her 
back . 

Astrid took one look behind her and leaped away, barely landing on 
her feet. Toothless, kneeled down as a horse might, expecting her to 
take the hint. Astrid started backing up and promptly bumped into 
Hiccup. "Take it easy. I came back here for a reason, you know." 
Hiccup said softly, as if addressing a wild animal. 

She turned on him, slashing at his face with some sort of weapon. 
"Came back to finish the job?!" Dodging and then catching her wrist. 
Hiccup twisted her arm to force it behind her back. Astrid promptly 
backed into and then under him, forcing him to roll off her back and 
land once more in the mud. Toothless roared and charged Astrid like a 
bull. She was knocked backwards and once again into the surf. She 
regained herself quickly and slashed the air in front of her, with 
what Hiccup now realized was a spike from her skirt that she had been 
using as a shank. 

Toothless let loose a fireball that sent Astrid flying backwards, out 
of the shallows, shrieking. Lucky for her a wave had swelled right at 
that moment to turn a good deal of the dragon's fireball in 
steam . 

"No! no, no, no. Toothless!" Hiccup got in between his dragon and the 
downed girl. "She didn't mean it! I had it coming, really." He 



murmured sweetly to his dragon. Toothless's eyes widened from 
cat-like slits in perceived trust and calm. Hiccup kept his eyes 
locked with the dragon's as he reached for the girl's hand, half 
expecting her to stab it. He felt instead a circular piece put in his 
hand instead. Looking down at it in confusion. Hiccup saw that she 
had handed him the shank. Toothless focused on the make shift blade 
and hissed. Hiccup tossed it to the side without a second thought and 
resumed his crooning to his dragon. He walked backward, eyes locked 
with toothless, up until he was side by side with Astrid, knee deep 
in water. He reached for her hand. She yanked it away from him, 
staring at him like he was insane. He put his hand on Toothless's 
forehead, right between the eyes and Toothless cloded his eyes, 
relaxed. Crapping Astrid' s wrist he pulled her almost in front of 
him. He directed her hand to where his was. 

Astrid' s arm began trembling, but her curiosity kept her hand going 
forward. Closer, closer. Hiccup let Astrid' s hand replace his own on 
Toothless's head. Toothless opened his enormous eyes and stared at 
Astrid, peacefully. Astrid gasped and the two beings shared a moment, 
taking in each other. 

Hiccup eventually led Astrid around to sit on Tooth's back where she 
sat in the back end of the saddle. As he strapped her in they talked 
softly, momentarily forgetting the violence 

"So what did happen to you?" 

"A storm came while you were gonea€ 1 Almost all of the island 
disappeared under the sea." Hiccup swallowed, guiltily averting his 
eyes, understanding that he had abandoned her right before high tide. 
He smoothed over her calf as he guided it into a stirrup and felt her 
shiver. Mistakng it for fear, he looked to her eyes. She wouldn't 
meet his gaze. "Was it very bad? Was there any rain? Thunder? 
Lightning? Or just wind?" 

Astrid collapsed into herself, letting her head lull backward so she 
could see the now clear sky, "Just rain and wind. In retrospect it 
wasn't so bada€ 1 I just didn't know what to do." Hiccup nodded, 
biting his lip. He swung himself over and in front of Astrid clicking 
his feet into the stirrups and stroking Toothless's neck before they 
took off. Astrid squeaked and immediately dug her nails into the back 
of Hiccup's soaked vest as they lifted off, yards at a time. After 
they established a steady glide, Astrid untangled her fingers from 
the vest, wrinkling her nose. "Your fur smells disgusting." 

"Who's fault is that? Dragging me into the ocean." 

"You deserved it." 

"By coming back to save you from certain death, I Deserved falling in 
the ocean and being slashed at? What kind of logic is that?" 

She bared her teeth at him, not that he could see, "The swim was for 
leaving me alone on an island right after telling me I'd die if I was 
left alone on an island." 

Hiccup felt a pang of sympathy and guilt. 

"The Slashing, as you put it, " Astrid spat the words at his head, 
"That Was For Everything Else." 



While the guilt doubled at that implication. Hiccup's sympathy dried 
up like a lake. 


"An eye for an eye makes the whole world blind. Besides I didn't 
leave you on the island alone in the end, did I?" 

Astrid scoffed at his self-defense, "I thought you abandoned me. Left 
me to starve like the no good Viking I am. Are you saying that kind 
of mental torture isn't worth a shove?" 

There was some pirate logic in that, not that Hiccup planned to admit 
it. A dozen different retorts and insults to Viking kind popped in 
his head, but what came out of Hiccup's mouth was, "I'm 
sorry . " 

Astrid' s face went slack, her mouth actually hanging a bit agape. 
Hiccup continued, "You wouldn't know this about me, but I've known 
what it is to starve. And I actually wouldn't wish that on 
anybody . " 

Astrid was genuinely curious but it still came out as an insult in 
all it's disbelief. "Because you are such an except ionably honorable 
kind of piratea€l?" 

"Because I'm that kind of person," He snaps, without looking 
back . 


8. Tuffnut on the ledge 
Tuffnut couldn't find his sister 
...and it was irritating him. 

Usually he could find her at the end of his spear, buried beneath his 
shield, tangled in his hair. If he wanted to find her all he usually 
had to do was send kick to his left and or a punch to his right. But 
on a wide mountain path, beneath a canopy of trees to avoid the sunny 
day, Ruffnut Thorson was no where in sight. 

When this had happened before he had rarely noticed- he was usually 
distracted by chores, babysitting, hunting, his best 
friend . 

" Ru ffnuuuut?" 

And on those rare occasions of noticing he was alone, he appreciated 
the silence. He was always grateful to have an hour where he wasn't 
at the wrong end of his sister's sword, but today it made him 
paranoid. His foot kept tapping his fingers jittered in their place- 
in his pockets or on his hilt- they found no rest. 

_What if she'd been taken? _ 

"Ruff? ! " 

_What if she'd left on her own, hunting without a buddy, or on a 
quest to save Astrid? _ 



"RUFFS ! " 


_What is she was headed foolhardily to her death and doom? Was she 
lying somewhere, already wounded or dead? ...Had Tuffnut perhaps 
spent too much time listening to the Elder's horror 
stories ?_ 

Tuffnut realized he'd been running and slowed, making his breaths 
painfully stretched out to stop his heart. As he pushed uphill his 
pulse still thrummed through out all of his extremities and instead 
of feeling calmer Tuffnut was very tempted to scream. But no he 
wouldn't. He wouldn't be so stressed just because he couldn't find 
his sister 

_Tuffnut Thorson doesn't care. Caring too much was the ultimate 
weakness ._ 

Calling out for his sister, Tuffnut reached the head of the path, 
where it evened out into a terrace. Not quite the woods, but the 
pines grew bigger and carpeted the floor with pine needles. His 
footfalls were quieted here, and with the over all silence of the 
forest he began to worry that his calls were also getting 
muffled . 

"Ruffs? Ruffnuut. Ruffian!" 

Tuffnut was beginning to really hate looking for Ruff, especially 
because she was his twin sister; Annoying sister only a minute older 
than him who loved to get into his business- in his face- from the 
day they'd been born. Yeah, usually she could find her death on her 
own time and that would be fine. 

But now Astrid was gone. His best friend had disappeared, no where to 
be found. Her mom- as usual- had a theory. Her dad was in denial. Her 
little brother wouldn't stop worrying over the broken archer's bow. 
And the thing is- he hadn't even found it at where they thought 
Astrid would be posted. It was caught by the wind and nearly took 
Rek ' s head off- the only reason he had caught it was that it had 
crashed into some trees and became a literal stick in the mud. 

And Tuffnut was without his best friend. After Astrid was, well, his 
sister- with Fishlegs a close third. And for the first time, Tuffnut 
was disturbed by the fact that Ruffs had so much in common with 
Astrid. They were both brawny, light on thier feet, ferocious 
warriors, and apparently... stealable. 

"RUFFS!" Tuffnut felt his entire body go into making that one, and he 
finally heard a response. Over a fallen tree and cutting through a 
game trail, Tuffnut almost kept rushing past his sister, who was 
kneeling on the ground. 

"I've been looking all over for you." He said with a glower. 

She squinted up at him and twisted her face into a snarl, "I saw you 
like 30 minutes ago." 

"That was over an hour ago!" _Was it? just an hour? Ok, he was 
definetly being paranoid. _ 

"Well, Excuuse Me." She said, putting her hands on her hips but not 



bothering to stand up. "Now stop blocking the sun. And don't step 
here. Or there! You'll mess it up." 

Tuffnut ended up doing a complicated sort of dance, looking for 
somewhere to stand. In the end he fell to his own knees and carefully 
crawled up next to her. He could see now that she was carefully 
measuring an imprint , like they did when they were tracking a downed 
dragon but where usually she measured against the width of her 
fingers and notes made on her forearm- she was using a small booklet- 
like the kind Fishlegs carried around and a real measuring 
tape . . 

"Did you steal that from mum?" 

She immediately pulled it back, wrapping the tape around her wrist 
with a practiced ease. "Shut up." 

"She's gonna kill you for getting dirt on it." 

"I said shut up~" She singsonged as she started measuring the twin 
imprint, just to her left. 

"She uses that for tailoring y'know. As in measuring Other 
People . " 

Ruff smacked him with one hand and managed to keep measuring with the 
other, "I'll wash it, kay? Now shut up." 

She made a notation in her notebook and Tuffnut tried to read what 
she'd already written. "Why are you using that, anyway?" 

She smacked him for not shutting up and he elbowed her. She then 
elbowed him to his gut and before he could throw another punch, she 
explained herself. "Because this isn't like animal tracking, 
Bloodbrain. These are the bootprints of a pirate!" 


"Dragonshit . " He spat, in absolute certainty. For which he got a 
slapped in the face. His sister rarely slapped him, it was mostly 
kicks and blows that were Really designed to hurt. So in the shocked 
silence, Ruff found ample time to prove herself right. 

She forced him to step carefully around the mud until he was at The 
spot, where the trees ended and provided a perfect view of the beach, 
this is wear Astrid would have been, and looking down he saw them, 
the dried mudprints of boots, just the right size. He mimicked a pair 
of prints that seemed to go together and found himself in the 
Archer's standard stance as one took aim. Just standing in this 
position, his body memory imagined a bow and arrow in his hands, hs 
focus angled downward toward the beach. 

"Ahem . " 

Tuffnut twisted around to see his twin, peaking out at him from 
behind a tree. As he walked back to her he noticed, she was stepping 
around funny. It was only when he was below the trees again that he 
saw, Ruff was walking around footprints that matched the one she'd 
been measuring. 



Tuffnut twisted back around to where Astrid had stood and began 
shadowing her footsteps. After only a few steps he found himself 
facing his sister, who having continued to follow 'the pirates' 
prints was further back and behind another tree. 

"So if I'm Astrid and you're the pirate, why didn't she just shoot 
him? " 

"Because, dumdum, this place was foggy as hell, thats why the 
footprints are so clear. It was seriously muddy cuz everything was 
seriously thick." 

Tuffnut understood bu he couldn't help saying, "You **seriously** 
need to stop talking like that." 

They continued to follow the seperate footsteps, going in the same 
direction. For the sake of arguing Tuffut protested, "Just cause 
someone else was here, doesn't mean it was a pirate." 

"Well if it was a friend, why didn't they just come out where Astrid 
could See them?" 

Tuffnut didn't have an answer for that and so inwardly he agreed with 
her, _it was a pirate_. Outwardly they argued about the reasons for 
depth of the imprint, what the size meant, the conditions, and 'how 
do you know it's a boy?' 

"The woman who attacked Fishlegs wore heels!" ruff defended, as she 
stumbled over a rock just as the pirate had. 

"Not all women wear heels!" Tuffnut said, slightly alarmed about how 
much he sounded like thier mother. 

"But daughters copy thier **moms**." 

"That's weak and you know it!" 

She huffed and paused, looking back at him, "I still think it was a 
boy . " 

Tuffnut imitated another of Astrid' s loaping steps and frowned, " Why 
are your legs together like that? Half facing me?" 

"This is what the bootprints do." she said, her voice shrugging it's 
shoulders . 

Tuffnut had been carefully matching Astrid' s steps, just parralell to 
the actual foot prints. He'd done it because that was the way his 
siter had been doing it, despite the fact it had made him bump into a 
couple trees. "So you're saying... that the pirate **Stopped**. And 
**Waited** for Astrid to catch up?" 

Ruff looked down, then up , then down, then at her brother with ever 
growing eyes until she nearly lost balance in whipping out her 
notebook to scribble this down. 

"Ha!" tuffnut said triumphantly, accidentally smearing half of 
Astrid' s left foot, "Who's the smart one **Now**?" 


Ruff glared briefly but then a smug smile cropped up as she continued 



to follow in 'the pirate's footsteps. "Fishlegs. He's Always the 
smart one . " 

Tuffnut stopped in a split, bridging together a place where Astrid 
had apparently leaped, "Ew. Gross." 

"It's true . " 

"but still, EW. EWWW, that was Such a Mushy answer! You're being all 
gushy and love struck..." 

"No I'm not!" Ruff said, darting forward. Actually trying to outpace 
her brother while sticking to thier ghost of a path. 

"Yes you Are!" cried Tuffnut, bounding after her- delighted to have 
found a new way to rattle his sister- and finding it easier to match 
Astrid' s pace. They were far from the view from he ocean now, the 
path slowly arching in the opposite direction of the way they'd come 
up . 

The prints got harder to see here and they had to go back and slowly 
retrace the steps. Tuff endlessly teased her as they both performed 
wobbly splits, trying to connect one step to the next. Ruffnut was 
soon just huffing at him, too engrosed in the prints was she to even 
look up anymore. 

The twins shared a rare silence, studying the traces. But an evil 
smile twitched to life on Tuffnut 's face as another thought occured 
to him. Neither looking up from thier chosen tracks, Tuffnut began, 
"Hey Ruff?" 


" Hmmn ? " 


"I know you guys basically spilled your guts to eachother while 
y ' know Eishlegs was loosing his guts." 

"Mm-hm ..." 

"But you and Eish ever become an actual 
**_thing_**?" 

"Of CourseWeAre ! " 

"Really? So what are you?" 

"We- we're..." Ruff was suddenly nervous, the thought had never 
crossed her mind. Her tunnel vision focus shifting up from the prints 
to her brother- and her heart leapt to her throat. 

"TUEENUT, STOP. "They had reached another ledge and Tuffnut was on the 
very tip, looking straight down. He looked back at his sister and his 
dark expression terrified her. It reminded her of stories of people 
who were driven to madness and killed themselves. Ruff stood there, 
frozen until Tuffnut stepped away from the edge. 

It was just one step but the air refilled Ruff's lungs. But all was 
not well. Tuffnut 's expression was stony but as he made his way to 
Ruff, his expression began to waver. 


"She . . .As. . .Ee. . . 'strid." 



Ruff ran forward, taking him by both hands and leading him slowly, 
further from the edge. And Tuffnut's mask of calm broke; like an egg 
shell, everything started to leak out in a goey mess and horror 
leaked out from his eyes, acrid and pungent. 

"Ruff, Astrid- she... she went over the... the-" 

"Shhh. Sssshhh, calm down. We don't know if that's tr- Wah ! " The 
ground she had been counting on to be behind her was for some reason 
a step lower and Tuffnut siezed her by the arms to keep her to pull 
her upright . 

"What the hel did I-" Ruff stopped short as she looked down. "Oh 
shit." Ruff whispered. 

"Dragonshit . " Tuffnut spat, in absolute recognizing the formasion of 
the hole Ruff had nearly fallen into. They'd found tracks like this 
all the time . . . 

Spidery gashes in the front, with serpentine impressions in the back? 
Try claws in the front and a long tail in the back. The prints left 
when a dragon arched it's back and then launched into flight. 


9. In which Astrid is truly Afraid 

Astrid was uncomfortable. I mean flying leagues Above the sea on a 
Nightfury, strapped to a smelly pirate was already pretty damn 
awkward. Or at least she thought it was a nightfury. She'd never seen 
one this wonderfully close. It held incredible majesty and speed. And 
it was so peacefull.. at least when it looked her in the eyes, 
before. But that was probably just because the boy was there. The boy 
was so strangeaO 1 

And scrawnyaO 1 

It wouldn't take much to strangle him right here, but that would send 
him crashing down into the ocean. Or maybe it would piss off the 
peaceful dragon and it would eat her. 

okay, simple. Don't strangle the boya€ 1 until we reach land. He's so 
incredibly ...thin. He was long and he was probably a little younger 
than her but therewas something a little bit unnatural to his 
frailty. His baby fat still hung about him but there were places 
where the bone showed through the skion just a little tooa€ 1 
obviously . 

Speaking of obvious, what the hell is that? 

"Is that a wall?" 

Hiccup looks back at her, confused. Then looks back at the sight 
before them. "Oh yeaha€ 1 I guess it does kind of look like a wall, 
huh? No. it's just steam." 

A questioning and squeamish retort, "Just steam? JUST steam?" 


But the pirate gave no answer, urging Toothless onward to an even 
higher speed. Astrid thought for an irrational moment that they would 



crash in the fog. but they slipped through, leaving vapor spiraling 
behind them. 

Astrid buried her face in Hiccups back as they weaved through the 
fog. Her arms tightened around hiccups waist so much that she could 
grasp her own elbows in front of him. Wondering if this was her way 
of trying to kill him again he asked, "What's wrong?" 

She didn't say anything but also didn't let go of him. The grip was 
forcing him to sit up straighten on the dragon and this upright 
position could only slow them down. At this point, they needed to be 
going a mile a minute. 

Twisting around. Hiccup sees Astrid as he did in Berk. Blonde hair, 
ice blue eyes, and heart shaped face. Beautiful, her emotions intense 
and open but incredibly scared. 

"How can you fly in this fog? It's like flying blind." 

"Well, "said Hiccup, surprised that he had to address an actual 
concern instead of a death threat, "It might look scary if you focus 
on the foga€ 1 But really it's not. There are a bunch of 
landmarks . 

"Yeah, rocks and cliffs that just come out of no where." 

Hiccup considered spitting out facts and statistics, or brushing off 
her fear as groundless, but what came out was an abrupt, "What's your 
name? " 

Lifting her head to look at him, she hesitated. "a€ 1 Hof ferson, Astrid 
Hof f erson . " 

"Astrid Hof ferson, meet Toothless." Hiccup pets the mass of scales 
beneath him, affectionately. "I trust Toothless with my life. And 
he's saved your life once beforea€ 1 You don't have to trust me. But 
you can trust him." 

Looking down at the dragon, she saw through thinning mist that below 
the dragon a patch of ocean has become visible, and against the 
bright blue ahead was a dark smear. Focusing back on the Onyx scales 
she tentatively mimicked Hiccup's motion. "Nice, Toothless?" 

The dragon's purr sounded like a drum from beneath them both, 
startling her. But she recognized it for what it is and smiling set 
about to petting, studying the texture with her fingers. Looking past 
the dragons body and directly downward Astrid asked, "Is that another 
of your pirate ships?" 

Hiccup looked down and drew Toothless to an abrupt stop. Astrid 
bumping lightly into his back and Toothless flapping with greater 
emphasis to stay steady. Hiccup was intent. Hawkish in his focus and 
expression. Hiccup did nothing but focus until he felt Astrid' s arms 
snake around him again. This time for communicat ions sake rather than 
necessity. "It's my uncle Alvin' sa€l" 

Astrid nodded like, Okaaay? Until something clicked in her mind and 
her frown pulled back into repulsion, "Your Uncle is Alvin? As in 
Alvin the Treacherous?!" 



Hiccup snorted, "his title name is as accurate as mine. The most 
treacherous thing about him is his breath." Astrid was still trying 
to figure out what the first comment had meant and was about to ask 
the Pirate what he was called- 

When Hiccup leaned over toothless's ears and said with venom, "Come 
friend, let's drop by" 

They declined sharply, an almost dive. Spiraling downward at 
increasing speed. 

"WAIT! NO! they'll see us!", Astrid hissed, hating how high her voice 
had sounded. 

"That's the point. I wanna see the look in his eyes when he figures 
out who's caught him." Like a true pirate fixated on gold he was 
already calculating, reaching for the choking wire, coiled within his 
pocket. They were only 20 yards above the ship, now, "Please don't! 
Look, theres just you, me, and the dragon. You can't take on an 
entire crew ! " 

His teeth out in a snarl. Hiccup shrugged of her placating arms from 
his shoulders. "We're not taking him on. Were just gonna send a 
little- greeting." 

But all his rage and bravado left him when Astrid' s teeth sank into 
his vest to muffle a scream, her arms crossing over his chest, and 
her nails locked into the dirty fabric of his tunic. Flashing through 
his mind, the ancient drawings of wars past with families crippled 
with fear. He pulled upward. Inwardly arguing and berating himself 
all the way. Hiccup realigned themselves toward home. Urging 
toothless forward, the winds and speed enforced the silence. And 
Hiccup cursed her, cursed himself- still picturing the destruction he 
could have wrought, his righteous causes, and the waste of an 
opportunity . 

It was as they began to slow and the island was beginning to reveal 
itself on the horizon that all these dark thoughts fell from his mind 
like coins down a well. Astrid Hofferson had kissed his cheek, her 
tears blown cold incidentally being wiped away by his tangled hair. A 
voice ragged from screaming sighed, "Thank you." 

Hiccup was struck dumb. But the wheels resumed turning when he felt 
her rest her chin on his shoulder, arms a relaxed belt around his 
waist. "I-... you were right." 

To make a move or to Not make a move. A most tantalizing 
question . 


10. Where is the fourth? 

Jack stretched his arms back and over his head in a very cat-like 
motion. He paced and extended his legs to stretch out all the rest of 
him. He capped this off with a contented sigh. There were many small 
purchases where one could hike to and sit at, on the top of this 
mountain. This particular one faced the pier and had a beautiful 
overlooking view of the bay. 

A nightfury breezed by and Jack shouted out a greeting. The rider 



must have heard him because the dragon swerved around toward the 
mountain . 


The large ledge jack was standing on would have been a very popular 
place on the island if it weren't for the icicles that coated the 
railing and the slick, dangerous layer semi-permeable of ice that 
seemed permanently set into the path. Jack slid across the ice in his 
bare feet, easily as a dragon flies. 

His snow-white teeth flashed as the dragon drew level. His usual 
greeting was, "Slay any dragons lately? Oh, wait. You can't." 

To which Hiccup often responded with, "Slay Anything lately? Oh, 
wait. You Really can't. You can't touch anything!" 

Afterwhich Jack would try to "touch" him with a snowball to the 
head . 

But this small ritual was blown out of Jack's mind when he saw the 
prettiest little blonde he'd ever seen, clutching Hiccup like a 
ragdoll. So his already rude greeting was replaced by an even ruder, 
"WHO THE HELL IS THAT?!" 

Hiccup was suddenly embarrassed and had no clue what to say. Astrid 
chuckled and though she refused to let go of Hiccup, she managed to 
shrug her shoulders at Jack. "I'ma€l a hostage?" she said in playful 
mock innosense, letting her eyelashes flutter a bit. 

Jack immediately straightened up, smiling, and layered his voice with 
implications, "Really? So you'll be sticking around? Well then," 
puffing out his chest and flashing snow white teeth, "welcome to 
Misty, beautiful Miss...?" 

Hiccup was mortified at his best friend's flirting but this was 
quickly replaced by something territorial when he heard Astrid' s 
flattered little giggle. "Astrid. Astrid Ho-" 

Hiccup yanked the reigns. 

Jack blinked in surprise as one second the two teenagers were there 
and the next gone, the night fury diving downward, toward the 
village, so fast that he was leaving vapor trails. 

Astrid had almost fallen off backwards except for the sadle belt 
keeping her attatched. So instead of flying off and falling, she was 
snapped back to collide with Toothless's tail. She was plastered to 
the dragon like a fly on a windshield. Hiccup got toothless to slow, 
abruptly. This caused Astrid to snap forward with momentum and 
collide with Hiccup. Hiccup had been expecting that and was steady as 
a rock. What actually unsteadied him was when Astrid' s arms wrapped 
around his narrow chest and SQUEEZED. Hiccup let Toothless decide how 
to coast slowly downward as he tried to turn to astrid to talk. 
Eeeling him squirm, she clasped him tighter still. 

Hiccup gasped, "Aaastrid, Pie- eassssa€ 1 Air ! " 

Astrid continued to boa constrict his chest and gut, wrapping both 
arms around him so tight that she could easily rest her chin on his 
shoulder. "Hiccup." She took her time emphasizing exactly how furious 
she was, "I thought we agreed no tricksa€ 1 Or that you would Warn 



Me . " 


Astrid heard a gleeful laugh and her eyes darted to the source. Then 
turned her head to stare, stupefied. "You!" The laughing face giggled 
giddily again, teeth as white as snow. 

Pointing at Jack, she released Hiccup who grasped the opportunity to 
rocket out the saddle and out of her reach. She glared at him but 
accepted his assistance off of Toothless's back. There was a brief 
moment of awkwardness when her feet landed on the earth between his. 
They tangled and swayed until hiccup took the step back needed to 
stable them. Some part of Astrid suspected Hiccup had done that on 
purpose. But she was quickly distracted by the mystery at 
hand . 

Astrid turned to Jack, "You're here!" 

Jack's eyes departed from their focus over her shoulder to her and he 
chuckled, but it had a different edge to it. Nervous. "I am!" 

"But how- EeeaH!" Astrid screamed when she saw a frying pan thrust 
through Jack's chest. "You- your chest!" 

"Aw, busted." said the spirit, not sounding to disdapointed . 

" You ' re dead ! " 

A tall slender woman with gossamer yellow hair who had walked up, 
unnoticed, behind Jack withdrew her frying pan only to use it to tap 
Astrid' s forehead. "Yes, he's dead. And has been for the last hundred 
years. Now if you're finished discovering things, come 
along . " 

Hiccup took Astrid' s arm and hurried her in the blonde woman's wake. 
"Don't worry, he'll still be dead later." He quipped as Astrid looked 
back at Jack one last time only to see him dematerialize, as if blown 
away by the wind. 


11. Making friends is Easy 
**40+ Reviews! Yaaaay!** 


* * 


* 


><p>The Mess Hall was made of stone, impressively large pieces that 
must have been painstaking to gather and carve. The ceiling was high 
tilted metal like the roof of a tool shed to enormous scale and the 
tables of long slabs of oak. But despite it's unique architecture 
that allowed that a monstrous nightmare could stand upright in it... 
the mess hall seemed small to Astrid. There were shields, oars, and 
tall tapestries providing it with grandeur, detailing a beautiful 
history of it's people yet the floor space was half of what Astrid 
was used to on Berk. And There was no stage, wall to wall it was 
tables and chairs with serving tables left and right. She followed 
the girl with golden hair and Hiccup in through the only entrance and 
to the back she saw large barrels that probably held mead or even 
wine.<br>Not even half of the population of Berk could fit in here. 

>Apparently Berk outnumbered the pirates in more ways than one. 



astrid thought as she was led to sit, smack dab in the middle of the 
room with her back to the double doors. The girl with the frying pan 
placed a plate in front of Astrid and everything else dissapeared. 
Perhaps it had been chicken or day old turkey, but to Astrid it 
tasted like the finest quail with poached eggs. Soon she stopped 
tasting it all together she was eating so fast- then suddenly, Astrid 
was looking at a very emply plate. Astrid put a hand on her stomach, 
waiting for herself to feel full. She'd missed only two or three 
meals, it should be hitting her soon. But then another plate was 
placed in front of her. She grinned at Hiccup before spearing a 
chicken breast and stuffing the whole thing in her mouth . <br>Hiccup 
smiled to wach her eat, she just sort of attacked it. Some girls 
tried to be dainty and had a wrinkled nose the whole time they ate, 
like they hated eating on the whole. But Astrid loved shamelessly 
smacking her lips and licking her fingers. It reminded him of 
Toothless when he had first fed him. He crossed his arms on the table 
top and his eyes wandered to the tall doors, held open so he could 
see a boar beiing revolved over the fire on a spit. His stomach 
grumbled and his eye flashed back to astrid, momentarily regretting 
having given his share away. But then he noticed how Astrid' s lip 
curled upward between bites of seasoned potato chunks. And he just 
shook it off. He'd eat at dinner. Or tomorrow at breakfast. 

>"Hicca! Hicca!" called a picilo of a voice, accompanied by a 
smattering of feet . <br>"Lily, don't call me that." was Hiccup's 
knee-jerk response even as he reached out and pulled the scruffy 
little girl onto his lap. Astrid coughed into a mouthful of potato 
and chicken and forcefully swallowed, tearing up when she felt a bone 
force it's way down. And turned to watch Hiccup and the little girl. 
The girl in Hicca's lap, Lily, was smeared in mud from her arms to 
her coal grey dress, to clumps in her long brown hair, and around her 
big green eyes. Two other kids had come in with her, two boys. Each 
child as dirtier than the last. "Hicca, your dad wants you to drop 
off the boar, " The dirtiest child said, pulling himself up to sit on 
to of the table. 

>"But I just got back." Hiccup protested, a hand finding Astrid' s 
wrist. Whether this gesture was meant to be comforting or protective 
would never be known. Not because Astrid didn't notice but because 
she finally had enough air to ask, "They call you Hicca? "<br>He 
looked at her in confusion and then slowly melted into embarrassment. 
Astrid tensed, and her hand reached for the hilt of a hatchet that 
was no longer there. "Hiccup?" 

The children looked from one panicked face to the other, one of them 
even letting out a scandalized, "Oooh..." Hiccup stuck his tounge out 
at the dirtiest child. But even a he smied lightly, he couldn't meet 
her eyes, "I... I ask them not to. But y ' know kids... " 

>Astrid nodded, not directly looking at him either, "Yeah, I know 
kids... but Hicca... as in- ?"<br>Hiccup suddenly stood up, slipping 
Lily off his lap, "Listen, Hound, Tell my dad- I'm doing it now." 
Hiccup tripped over a chair leg as he walked away. "Don't leave me 
alone!" Astrid, standing up too. "I'll be back in five minutes I 
swear . " He said . 

>Astrid's voice ptched upward as her surroundings began to really 
announce thier unfamiliarity and thier danger. "But what if I- What 
if something happens?" A slim hand fell on Astrid' s shoulder. Hiccup 
was already at the door saw the to blondes looking at eachother and 
left them, his mind more or less at ease that Astrid Hofferson, 
Hostge, would be fine.<p> 



Tucking a long golden strand behind her ear and flashing a bright 
smile, the girl tapped her frying pan on the tabletop next to 
Astrid's unfinished food. "Sit down, sweetie. You need to finish all 
your food." Slowly Astrid settled back down and continued eating but 
her enthusiasm for it was gone, nervousness churning her stomach. 

>Sitting down next to her the girl beamed friendliness and hope, in 
such huge quantities that it confused Astrid. She'd Never met someone 
this cheerful and peppy... ever. "I'm Rapunzel. What's your name?" 
said the girl, pulling dirty little Lily up onto her lap . <br>"Uhh, 
Hofferson. Astrid." She said, slightly distracted by the gold sheen 
to Rapunzel ' s thick braid. Rapunzel started waving Lily's little hand 
toward Astrid. "Flower, did you say hi? Say hii" 

>"I diihhd." Lily said, shying away from Astrid and burying her face 
in Rapunzel ' s chest. <br>" Are you Sure?" Repunzel said, smoothing 
Lily's hair back. 

>"Mommm. "<br>Astrid' s eyes flew wide open, "You're her mom?" Taking 
in their similar faces and exact green eyes, "Oh but your so young!" 

>Rapunzel giggled, charmingly tilting her head. "Am I? I guess so. 

How old are you, Astrid? "<br>Astrid reflexively squared her 
shoulders, " 17 " 

>Rapunzel nodded a bit as she talked, "Well, Lily here is almost 5. 
And I'm 23 . . "<br>Astrid didn't even bother trying to do the math, she 
just immediately shouted, "NO WAY" 

>Rapunzel let out another little giggle. "Yeah"<p> 

"Wow, my parents would kill me if I had kids that young." Astrid 
immediately bit her tounge, realizing how that sounded. 

Rapunzel just giggled, "It's okay! My mother had a thing or two to 
say about it too." Rapunzel then reached out and pushed some of 
Astrid's bangs back. Astrid backed up, trying to maintain personal 
space but when Rapunzel ' s fingertips grazed her scalp, Astrid 
suddenly became drowsy. 

With a satisfied smile, rapunzel leaned back and patted her lap. Lily 
started crawling up into her mother's lap and Astrid blinked aat her, 
eyebrows knitting toogether. _When had Lily gotten off Rapunzel ' s lap 
before? _Astrid shook her head slowly, her eyelids felt heavy and for 
a moment, as she refocused on Rapunzel, a trick of the light made 
Rapunzel ' s long golden hair glow. 

Rapunzel continued talking and it took a while for Astrid to get back 
to what they'd been talking about, "I met her father at a lantern 
festival and it was one of those most romantic nights... then nine 

months later, I got a gift from the love of my life." 

>Astrid smiled watching Rapunzel kissing Lily's head, she'd never 
heard a mother describe bith so gratefully. Lily squirmed slightly, 
still shy of Astrid . <br>The grogginess from earlier was gone now and 
Astrid chewed her lip for a moment before asking, "So does Lily's 
father know about her?" 

>Lily stopped squirming and looked up Repunzel, apparently also 
interested in the answer. Repunzel sighed a bit, her hair momentarily 
pulsing with color, "He does, actually. But he never satys wit us. 

Mother- Ah. Slip of the tounge, I meant that ...he's not a pirate. 

His work has always kept him on mainlands, demsely populated cities. 
Thats his thing. Its hard for him to save up enough money to get to 
us, so far from any trading ports... he tries to come around at least 
once a year and stay as long as posible. But y'know. He needs 



work . "<br>"Oh . . yeah, that suucks" Astrid said, patting Rapunzel 
shoulder briefly. She didn't actaually know, _what kind of husband 
couldn't be bothered to just find work on the island?_ But it wasn't 
her place to say. Astrid ended up telling her about an uncle who her 
family never saw so it was hard on them when for a year they had no 
idea that he'd been dead. Rapunzel shared a story of a neighbor she 
had on the island, who had felt Odin was sending her dreams to go out 
questings to search for the lost love of her life... only to find out 
that they'd been messages from his ghost. This in turn reminded 
Astrid of a local legend from Berk... and so in this fashion, time 
passed. Lily had long since wriggled out of her mom's arms and was 
playing beneath a table with the other kids when a raven haird woman 
came in, "There you are! Rapunzel, I'm afraid we need you to let down 
your hair . " 

Astrid' s eyebrow shot up at this odd phrasing. 

>"They need me." Repunzel said, flatly- shaking her head and mouthing 
'it's complicated ' . Poking her head under the table she calls, " 

Lily! Cal, Hound, stay with Miss Astrid until I get back, alright? 
Don't leave her alone." The three kids peered up at her like bats out 
of a cave. Astrid chuckled, "Do I get paid for babysitting? "<br>"Aw, 
sweety, your a prisoner, remember? What ' ya think?" 

>"What?" Astrid said looking down at the kids, who all scrambled back 
under the table. <em>How could I forget that I was a prisoner? 
<span>It's not important. <span>_aughing, she called to Rapunzel ' s 
back, "Where will I escape TO? We're on an ISLAND!" 

_And why would I ever want to leave this spot- What? _Astrid's head 
hurt . 

Repunzel just laughed and waved goodbye. And in that moment both 
Astrid and Repunzel had the same thought. 

><em>I like her...<em> 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p><strong>REVIEW IT, YOU SCOUNDRELS! OR TASTE MY 
WRATH ! <strong> 

_could use some advice, I have an extra short scene with Astrid and 
the kids, Lily, Cal, and Hound. But should we skip it? It just adds 
perspective and I know you guys probably wanna see something more 
focused. . . yay or nay?_ 


12. Making Eriends is Hard 

Looking back down at the children Astrid said, "You guys can go 
play . " 

>Lily scrambled out from under the table. "Momma said - ' scuze me. 
Cal- Mom said not to leave you alone . "<br>Astrid smiled at Lily, 
reminded of her little brother, Rek. "I'm not gonna try to run, so I 
don't need guards." 

>The one with reddish hair, who must be the one named Cal muttered, 
"I'm not a guard for some Girl."<p> 

Astrid snickered, "Oh reaaally?" 

>"Yeah Reaaaally." Cal said, with a sneer that couldn't really be 
mean, and he trying Soo Hard.<p> 



"Ok, tough guy. Then what is it your doing right now?" 

>Cal was at a lost for words and just stood there, an expression of 
irritated befuddlement shaping his sweet face. Astrid 
chuckled . <p> 

Lily looked back abd forth between both of them, "Why? why's that 
funny? Cal, why is that funny? What Are we doing?" 

Cal turned to all sweetness as he explained slowly to Lily, " 

Whatever this lady says, we're not being guards. We're... uh . . . " 

The dirtiest child poked his head out and in a wispy voice and a 
crooked smile, "Suicide Watch?" Astrid' s every hair stood on end and 
her eyes bugged out. The snorts of laughter coming from under the 
table set her back at ease somewhat. 

>Looking down at the surprisingly morbid child she realized that this 
one wasn't as young as she thought. The dirtiest child, who they had 
called Hound, was in fact just very thin... like Hiccup- the bones 
showed too easily in the arms and legs . <br>"Come on up. Hound." 

>Hound did and sat on a stool, legs apart and facing Astrid, their 
eyes locked. Astrid saw a older woman sitting there, eyes that were 
too practiced, too prepared for such a young f ace . <br>"How . . . how old 
are you?" 

>Hound pulled back the long bangs that obscured her eyes as she 
thought and Astrid recoiled slightly. Hound cleared her throat and in 
a higher, definitely more matured voice than the other two said, "I'm 
twelve . "<br>For twelve. Hound was so small, she was constantly 
hunched over and in the grey light of an overcast day you could see 
she was honestly very short for her age. She would look like an eight 
year old if only for the eyes. A damp wind whistled in from outside, 
bringing with it the smell of burning wood and cinders of coal. Then 
Hound started coughing and lifted up the grimy scarf around her neck 
over her mouth. Astrid' s eyes popped open. "I..." 

Hound looked at her, her expression stilled into a mask. 

Astrid' s recognition came tumbling out of her mouth in shocked 
whisper, "I shot you." 


13. Explaining to Children 

"What's A Suicide Watch?" Lily asked, and Cal tried to guess what it 
meant for her. Because neither of the older girl's were 
responding . 

Hound was still and silent. 

Astrid was remembering the first time she'd seen Hound. 

Her dirty scarf had been pulled up just like that. She had been dirty 
then too- but she'd had a chainmail of dragon scales on top of it, 
she'd been wearing shoes and under her arm had been one of Astrid' s 
quivers. Instead of arrows. Hound had stuffed it with small 
valuables. She would have taken more but instinct told her to duck 
and narrowly miss the arrow aimed at her head. Hound had had the gall 
to grab another valuable- a gold necklace from a display window in 
Mercia The Maker's shop- even as Astrid started charging for her. She 
brought up a short sword to block Astrid' s hatchet. But when Astrid 



recoiled to strike again. Hound hit her in the stomch with the flat 
of her sword and jumped back. Astrid only took a second to recover 
but already Hound was back to stealing. Grabbing anthing she could 
fit in her small hands and defending only when she needed to- Hound 
had out-menuevered Astrid for just five minutes before the call to 
retreat arose. 

As hound had bolted toward the ship, Astrid dropped her hatchet and 
whipped out her bow. She notched the arrow as she ran and let loose 
two arrows at once. One glanced off of her own quiver, under Hound's 
arm. But one connected. Hound had howled in pain, but like her 
namesake she kept on running, even if she limped- jumping off her 
right leg as much as possible. Astrid had then had to turn to try and 
halt the Pirates who weren't yet past her. But amidst all that- she'd 
been sure that the arrow had gone right through the right calf. 
Looking at Hound's legs now, it was unmarred. Like it had never 
happened . 

"But... but I wa sure that I- I shot you." 

Hound's unnervingly aged eyes moved slowly. Like a camera or a robot 
that was praticing the positions of blinking rather than actually 
blinking, her eyes opened wide, half closed, then closed. Then a 
deliberate hand pinched the grimey rag and pulled it down and under 
her chin. With that raspy voice. Hound said, "I forgive you." 

"Wh-? Oh... thankyou?" Astrid said, belatedly feeling guilty for 
shooting at a child, not that she'd known. 

Hound nodded and then bobbed her head forward- like she was nudging 
something forward with her nose. "Now it's you're turn." 

But when Astrid just stared at her. Hound pulled her mask up high 
over her nose and mouth. Perhaps this was a nervous tell, but when 
her voice came out, muffled by the dirty scarf, there was no 
weakness. "You have to forgive me. Miss Astrid." 

Astrid' s eyes narrowed, this wasn't an apology. Hound was talking 
like her forgiveness was expected- something she demanded. But 
looking over Hound- her scrawny limbs, coal-smeared grey clothes, and 
face huding behind bangs and scarf- she realized it couldn't have 
been a demand. _these pirate types... or maybe it's just the way they 
talk? It's- It offends me. Like culture shock- like their entire 
culture feels rude. Ok, that was rude to think. Just try, 

Astrid ._ 

"I- I'm not sure I'm the one who can forgive you- It was'nt just my 
stuff you stole... and where is that stuff anyway?" 

"Sold. You won't get it back, so best to just forgive me now." 

"Are- Are you kidding me?! You dirty little thief, you sold off our 
stuff- how can I forgive you?" 

"Look where you are, miss. We are all dirty little thieves. If you 
can't forgive me... you're not going to get along with many people 
here . " 

Astrid straightened, a hand habitually hovering over where her 
hatchet had hung. Hound caught the movement. She huffed in 



irritation. She hadn't meant it as a threat, just a fact. It was an 
island of Pirates after all. 

Seeing the irritation, Astrid felt even more insulted- even 
challenged. _What the hell were these pirates teaching their kids?_ 

"I ought to-" 

She was cut off by a string of Hound's coughs. Hound's eyes were 
watering and she had to pause to clear her throat as she tried to 
respond to Astrid. Astrid ended up getting worried and patted her on 
the back. Hound let out a few more coughs and yanked her scarf down 
to spit on the stone floor. 

Hound tapped Astrid' s hand, looked at Astrid and sighed. No longer 
irritated but staring like she was a camp she needed to break was now 
getting really creeped out, no child had ever talked like this on 
Berk. No one this small should Feel so Imposing. But now Astrid was 
beginning to understand that nothing from Hound had been a challenge, 
just a genuine warning. 

"Sorry, Miss. So what were you saying before?" The coughs left her 
voice, rough to the touch. 

Astrid squirmed. "It was nothing." 

Hound smiled, her voice even raspier as it deepened with her 
understanding, "Oh miss... you wanted to kill me?" 

Artid started but Hound continued, "You want to kill me, then try. 
Try. You're alone here, though. I'm saying this because you don't get 
it. You **need** to get it... Chop my head off **here** and seven 
different people will chop off yours. Not even because I'm well 
liked. But at least they know me. Anyone **here **is better than a 
Viking . " 

It was hard for Astrid to look past what** felt** like taunts for 
Hound's good intensions, but they were slippery. The concepts hard to 
keep hold off. And Astrid didn't get much time to 'get it' before she 
was caught by the shocked eyes of Calcifer. 

Cal's voice sounded high and shrieky after Hound's low voice of 
gravel. "A viking? Lily stay away from her!" 

"Why? Cal, slow down." asked Lily, still sounding pleasant and 
musical- like a piccolo. 

Calcifer had grabbed Lily's hand and dragged her away a pace, "She 
tortured Snotlout!" 

Astrid recognized the name, though she'd never heard it before. But 
it suited the comedian she'd once tied to a barn post. "We didn't 
torture him!" 

She wanted to continue with 'he was our friend' but she paused- just 
enough time for Lily to wonder. 

"Why would you do that...?" 


Looking into Lily's eyes, Astrid switched to big sister mode- honest 
but simple and safe, "We didn't torture him, we made fun of him 



though... I think we hurt his feelings- but thats all." 


But just as Lily's eyes began to warm again, Calcifer twisted between 
them. "Don't trust her, Lily. She'll kidnap you too!" 

"I'm the one thats being kidnapped!" Astrid yelled, as if she'd only 
just remembered this was true. 

Calcifer spat as he spoke, his small cherubic face begining to 
redden, "Your not even a kid anymore! You- you're a liar! Com' on 
Lily! " 

Lily's piccolo voice began to hit wrong notes, "Ow, Cal. No- I don't 
want to . . . " 

Cal reminded Astrid of Tuffnut for a moment as he turned and grabbed 
both of Lily's small shoulders, "Lily, stop being dumb, she's a 
stinky kill craze viking and, and- and she hates you!" 

Hound had been narrowing her eyes at the whole thing and decided to 
step in, "Calcifer, stop it-" 

"But we should kill her!" Cal said, pointing at Astrid between the 
eyes. Astrid was dumbstruck, she'd recieved a hundred death threats- 
in jest from friends and in seriousness from invaders... but never 
from a child. 

Hound too was putting on her 'big sister' role. Shrugging into it 
like a jacket. Hound fixed Calcifer with 'the look'. "This isn't what 
Repunzel would have wanted! Go home and cool 
off . " 

"No ! " 

"Calcifer..." She said in a warning tone. 

"N-no, you're not my mom." Calcifer said but small angry tears began 
to well up in his eyes. 

Hound stood up, demonstrating the true height she had over the boy, 
"Go To Your room. Go! You're in trouble." 

Cal was incensed. " nnn HNNNG RRRWWWLL RAAA! NoHimeNot ! " Before he 
stormed away 

Hound slouched again, shrugging to Astrid, "Sorry, miss. Look... he 
doesn't even understand what a viking is. Not really." 

"So are you really a viking?" It was Lily 

Astrid was silent a moment. She'd never felt anything but pride in 
her heritage before, locking eyes with the innocent eyes of a child, 
like she was asking if she was a bad guy. _And in a way, I am. We're 
enemies. But how do !..._ 

"Yeah, Lily." Hound answered flatly when Astrid didn't speak, and she 
began ducking under the table again- expressionless. 

Astrid looked after her, intrigued. But Lily pressed her hands into 
Astrid' s lap like a puppy to get her attention back, "So do you 



really hate me?" 


"No!" Astrid pulled Lily into her lap, and began stroking her hair, 
imitating Rapunzel ' s long strokes with her fingernails that combed 
through Lily's hair. 

Lily sighed and mumbled. Astrid 'hmmed?' 

Lily said it again, louder with a slightly forced cheeriness, "I 
said: Good, I wasn't looking forward to hating you." 

Astrid stiffened. Looking about, she took in various carvings and 
tapestries- somehow everything around her had felt familiar erlier. 
She was in a Mess Hall, eating, and people were coming and going 
around them. But now she noticed the pictures of people on ships in 
the pictures, small anchors and skeletons of enormous fish on the 
wall. The statuettes were of people she didn't know and the stories 
in the tapestries- she couldn't read. Lily's small form cuddling into 
her was the only thing that denied Astrid' s alienation. _Am I the 
only person in the world who has ever felt lonely?_ 

* * " HOUND ! " * * 


It shattered the moment, startling Astrid out of her darkness. Astrid 
had physically jumped, jostling Lily who let out an indignant squeak. 
Apparently she hadn't been the only one to jump because she heard a 
groan from under the table. Hound crawled out and onto a chair, 
squinting in the light, rubbing a bump that was forming at the top of 
her head. 

A bulky figure stood in front of the open doors, backlit by white. 
Hound raised a hand like addressing a teacher to announce her 
location . 

"Hooound!" said the figure, stepping into the hall, a teasing note in 
his voice. If they could, Astrid' s ears would have perked up. He 
stepped out of the light to walk toward them, his features coming 
into focus- including a sarcastic smile, "Good hound, good girl! Now, 
sit! c'mon! I know you can do it!" 

Hound stood taller, hands on boney hips. 

"Oh, c'mon Hound! I'll give you a treat!" 

Hound growled, or she seemed to- her voice was so gravelly, "I'm a 
hound, you Snot. Not a bitch." 

Astrid covered Lily's ears but Lily was already going 
"Oooooh ! " 

Asrid's favorite pirate comedian let loose a mock gasp, "Such 
language! Aaand **such** a voice. The hell kid, go take some 
medicine . " 

"I did." Hound said, sounding honestly miserable. But then perked up 
when she saw the burlap sack over his shoulder, "Is that for me?" 

He threw the sack into her but ound hardly seemed to mind, gleefully 
slamming it against the table. Astrid glanced curiously at it but 
instead waved at the comedian and then she froze, it suddenly 



occurring to her that the only just liberated pirate might Not be 
happy to see Her. One of the vikings who had held him captive. 


14. Finding The Fourth 

Hey guys. Sorry the 'bonus' chapter morphed into 3 shorts like that. 
But I came up with that subplot of hound and I couldn't help myself. 

[ sorry, not sorry :P] Things are about to get slightly mad now- and 
I've just realized that Heroes are nothing without their villains. 
This 'Adventure' shit is gonna run away with itself. Wish me luck! 

-L 
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><p>; The Queen Anne's Revenge ;<p> 

Her heels stomped across the deck murderously. The bow was whipped 
off her back and notched in one fluid motion. She aimed high and 
fired. The iron arrow lodged in the first tier, startling a poor 
pirate into almost falling off. She huffed, her hair flaring about 
her face like a mane. The iron arrows were heavy, outfitted with 
large rings at the end instead of feathers which made them hell to 
aim and fire but it meant you could use as a handhold when scaling a 
wall or in this case- scaling the air. She tied a rope to the end of 
her 2nd iron arrow, which was shaped like an over sized needle and 
aimed for just over the same tier. It flew upwards and through the 
Irst arrow's hoop, and kept flying upward toward a sea rat's skull. 
The pirate scrambled out of the way, feeling the wind of the arrow 
passing him bum. He swore down at her but Excellionr the 2nd, 
hiccup's cousin and yes, proposed fiancA© , focused solely on the 
iron arrow. The rope dragged and cut it's flight short and the arrow 
came back down, swinging like a heavy pengelum. She caught it above 
the sharpened point and began feeding more rope through. With a few 
knots and insistent threading through iron eyes, the rope was spent 
as an enormous loop that appeared before her. she sat on it and began 
pulling herself up. Hand over hand, she hauled her own weight like 
cargo from the shore. She had become incredibly strong from pulling 
herself up like this, high above the deck until she could swing back 
and forth without the chance of kicking someone in the head. She 
tried not to be the weakling her grandmother thought she was. She 
made these "swings" for herself whenever she was upset. And she was 
often upset. 

Chewing her lip, feeling a patch of dry skin slowly peel between 
teeth, she began to swing, the raw skin stinging in the salty air. 

Her expression darkened with her thoughts, bitten down nails digging 
into the rope. She tried, she tried, she tried. She tried not to be 
the weakling her grandmother thought she was but she really couldn't 
handle spending so much time with her. The woman was as kind and 
comforting a€ 1 as sandpaper, a dictator aboard this ship to rival any 
king. Grandmother Excellinor never asked for anything-she gave 
**orders**. And if you even questioned her decisions you could be 
whipped before the entire crew. a€ 1 Even her only son. 

She hated her grandmother for that, it didn't matter that it had only 



happened once, but To this Day that woman loved to humiliate her 
father. Constantly comparing him to uncle Stoick. _What was so great 
about uncle Stoick anyway? ! Sure he had a son- but Hiccup was slight 
as a shadow and Spitelout ' s child was a fae to anyone with eyes! And 
it's not like they needed for anything now._ 

Excellionr started swinging her legs faster and she swung slightly 
more violently, if they hit an iceberg she'd be thrown from her 
'swing'. Perhaps she was just being melodramat ica€ 1 but the way 
people looked at hera€ 1 the crew cowered before her father, they 
scurried away from her grandmother, but with her they justaC 1 
frowned. Scowled. A mix between disappointment and distrust. 

How Excellinor the 2nd missed her home. Riding her horse, Angus, 
through the lush woods, wandering stone castles, visiting ancient 
meadowsaC 1 she even missed her devilish little brothers. Not only was 
Excellinor the 2nd cursed with little brothers, there were three of 
them! But because she was the oldest and the only girl, she **had** 
to be married off. If only her brothers were just **a little** bit 
older! Oh but it was no good feeling sorry for herself. Though they 
were still surrounded by fog, up here it had thinned and the sun 
could be made out, crawling it's way across the sky. Erom her place 
just below the yardarmaC 1 the world seemed quite empty. Just more 
foga€ 1 

_Am I the only person in the world to feel so alone?_ No one on the 
ship trusted her hereaC 1 except maybe the man who wore a bucket on 
his head- bless him- he was too sweet to know any better. She looked 
below and yes, there was the top of the man's head or well, bucket. 

He was talking to his best friend very animatedly as they peeled 
potatoes near the stern. She could hear them laughing. When was that 
last time she'd been allowed to laugh? She missed laughing, all her 
jokes- her dad at least chuckled at them- but her grandmother glares 
at them then, like 'how dare you be happy in my presence?'. 

Excellinor twisted her hands in the rope, burning the already 
splintering skin. 

_Grandmother Excellinor the Irst is a horrible person. I'll go to Hel 
for thinking it, but she is. I would never put down any of my 
children like that. My father Never did that to us. He never called 

us **pigs** or **bastards** , or told us she'd wished she'd 

killed him or put **Rats in our Gruel** . My father would never 

tell us that we were Dissapointment s ! "The River rats bring back more 
treasure than you. Stoick leveled an entire village! The Raiders have 
been taming Dragons now! Why can't you do that? Stoick is bigger, 
Stoick is stronger!" What was so great about uncle Stoick anyway?! 
Sure he had a son- but Hiccup was slight as a shadow and Spitelout ' s 

child was a fae to anyone with eyes! None of them would **Ever** 

be as fearless a pirate as **Her Eather.**_ 

She 'humphed' indignantly and crossed her arms. She had been nodding 
so sharply to her thoughts that her flaming hair had seemed crackle 
and flicker like the light of a candle. 

_Now if only I could say this to her face? Oh that'll be the day- 
1'11 be lashed against a canon or walked off the plank. Why does 
someone so mean, so cruel have to be in charge? Because of 
Tradition?! She's such a tiny little woman anyway! We could roll her 
off the side in an empty wine barrel! How I wish we would. As bad as 
that is, the worst part about dealing with her is that she'll never 



stop. Dad keeps trying to please her but she'll never be satisfied- 
she ' d conquer the whole world if she could. She's so possessed with 
being in control- I can't stand to 'wait it out' until she dies- That 
hag is **insatiable . Is there nothing that can stop her-**_ 

And here Excellinor's mind froze. Her mother's voice in her head from 
the last time they'd seen each other, "Darling, at least marriage is 
better than a full out war..." She shuddered, her mother's voice 
coming back to her, louder each time. "You're the eldest, you must 
set an example and follow faithfully the * *tradit ion . * * " " It is your 
**duty** to keep the peace." 

_Eldest and daughter, she had **tried** to want it. It sounded 

plausible when her mother was there to reason it out to hera€ 1 the 
ones they were most in danger of going to war with was their distant 
relatives who called themselves The Nightfury Raiders. This meant she 
could marry Snotlout or Hiccup. Uhg, to have to marry a blood 
relativea€l but both were her age at least, adaptable, skilled 
pirates, and though they bickered as kids both of them could make her 
laugh nowa€l_ 

Merida closed her eyes and tried to take deep breath- and mid breath 
Excellinor the 2nd spat violently and glared after it as it plummeted 
and splattered on the deck. 

_**She could never want this. ** It didn't matter which one- War 

would be a far more pirate thing to do than getting married to your 
COUSIN. Who wouldn't want this either, they'd grow to hate each 

other, and they'd have Mutant Devils for babies! ** She might rather 

die in battle ** than marry so young and ** be stuck ** as a 

viciously **bitter** mother **in ** **One Place** ** Eor the 

** **Rest Of Her Life** **. And it's not like they 

** **needed** ** to stay one clan anyway! **_ 

She started kicking, screaming internally, and tearing at her long 
layers of copper hair. The swing staggered dangerously. 

_**Helspit and Dragon fire! All she wanted was to be a pirate- none 
of this war, and revenge, and tradition- **_ 

"And I * *Def initely* * don't want to get Married!" she yelled with a 
vicous snap to each soundaC 1 and immediately clapped a hand over her 
mouth. She wasn't **allowed** to have opinionsaC 1 not on this, and 
not here. 


As excellinor 2nd had been kicking silently at the air. Bucket looked 
up at her, slightly amused. 

Mulch followed bucket's eyes upward and scrunched his bulbous nose, 
"Is she having a spasm up there?" 

Bucket pouted, "It's not a spasm. She doesn't spasm." He said shaking 
his hand in the air between them floppily. 

Mulch tried to say, "I told you she was crazy." In an 'I told you so' 
voice . 


Bucket's expression flattened, completely unimpressed. "She's not 



crazy, I'm crazy." He even pointed up to the bucket on his head- his 
hand bouncing with insistence. 

Mulch quirked his thick eyebrows at Bucket's headgear, inclined to 
agree. But he flicked bucket's know-it-all expression right on the 
nose and shrugged. "I still say she's crazya€ 1 you're out of your 
mind . " 

Bucket looked at him confused, rubbing his nose tenderly. Mulch 
chuckled, "she's crazy 'cause she has the hope of sanitya€ 1 but 
you're hopeless." 

Bucket blew out his cheeks, "So I have nothing to lose?" 

"None." Came the immediate answer from Mulch, trying to smother a 
smile . 

Bucket smiled at Mulch for a moment before head-butting him, the 
handle of his bucket imprinting further into his forehead. Mulch 
swore colorfully, reeling backwards. 

"Nothing to lose~" Bucket sing-songed, eyes glinting. 

Just then Excellinor 2nd yelled something so emphatically that they 
both looked up and saw a gob and angry spit dive to the deck. 

"OY!" yelled Mulch, "We have to clean that up!" He then paled, as he 
remembered who he was talking to. But much to his surprise, she 
called down a guilty "sorryaCl" 

"WellaCl I have to mop anywayaC 1 " he said glancing at Bucket, who 
suddenly remembered he was leaning on a mop like a staff. 

"No, don't bother. I'll do it." And before Mulch could protest she 
was sliding down to the deck, landed, and blowing her burned red 
palms . 

"No, you really-" started Mulch, but she'd already taken the mop from 
Bucket's fumbling fingers and was furiously swabbing the deck. 

Mulch shifted from foot to foot awkwardly and Bucket simply put his 
hands in his pockets. 

a€ 1 

Eventually Mulch couldn't stand it. 

"So what language were you speaking up there?" 

She looked up, eyes wide, and hair half falling in her face, "Are you 
talking to me?" 

"Course, I am! It sounded real strange too." 

Bucket smiled toothily, "from down here it sounded like 'Death in it 
lee won't target Meh Ree-Dah!'" 

"No it did not." She said, smiling cheekily. "You two just can't 
understand **Edumacated English**." 



Mulch snorted, unable to help himself. Bucket readjusted his bucket 
as he looked at her, "Your accent sure does get thick when your 
angrya€ 1 " 

There was beat before she blinked at Bucket in surprise, "Wot 
Acksyient, Maytie?" 

Bucket started and then burst into giggles. 

"Yewer wons wiyt the acksient, bouyos ! " 

Mulch's booming laughter startled her but she smiled wider, and they 
both noticed how her smile was a charming kind of wild. 

When Bucket tried to keep imitating the flowery Scottish accent, 
Merida couldn't even look at him anymore. It was so embarrassing. 

Soon though he was just fooling around with it and it began to sound 
like other languages instead. "Is that French?" she said, 
incredulously, "that's nothing like me!" 

Bucket began to fan himself apparently exhausted from his efforts, 
but then he started fluttering his eyelashes, "Oooh la la~ ! " 

She shrieked with laughter over which Mulch yelled, "you call that 
French? Sounds like Mandarin!" 

"Well than you try." Bucket said, punching his fists into his hips. 
Mulch could actually imitate the accent really well. They both froze 
in shock and just gaped at him. Mulch tried to deadpan, but smoothing 
his shirt like he was preening, "It's not that surprising I'm good, 
y ' know? " 

Bucket pointed at him, "I should have known you were a fake." 

"OY." Mulch barked and she fell apart into giggles. 

"everything about you is a lie!" 

"who you calling a liar?" 

"Oh, I bet you he's a pirate too." She stage whispered to Bucket. 

They both cracked up and Mulch snorted at them. "Chowderheads ! Oh, 
stop it, it wasn't **That** funnyaO 1 Oh what about you Meh 
RiiiDah . 

Bucket parroted between giggles, "Meriiida! Merriiida!" 

"Nooo, we can't be back to me!" she said, smacking him lightly. And 
then her smile faded and her back straightened. The two men followed 
her gaze and instead slouched and tried to shrink 
away . 

"Excellinor ! " 

"Coming FatheraC 1 ' her footfalls resounded solemnly as she walked 
back into the dark of below. 

But as she walked away she heard Bucket whisper, "see you later, 
Meriida." And Mulch chuckle, "Merida." 



She glanced back, flashing the wild smile as she swallowed by the 
dank dark. 

•:k ^ ^ 


><p>;In Berk- the house of Grandmother Ota;<p> 

Two hands tall and terrifying. His skin of dark blue stone, his eyes 
were two corks that bulged over the edge of his carved cheek bones. 
The mouth was hollow but stretched across it was the skin of a drum. 
If you pulled the skin and let it fall back the entire statuette 
would echo with the voice of Odin himself, or at least that's what 
was supposed to happen. 

5 hands tall and synical, Rek began to ruffle his crooked blonde 
bangs that were so like his sister's. His hair was getting too long 
in the back- and he had taken to tying it in a ponytail. He'd been 
mistaken by trader's as Astrid's little _sister_ but in the end no 
one wanted to cut his hair. The truth was- Rek was pretty. Children 
his age were almost always cute- but Rek was exceptional, almost too 
pretty to be a boy. Rek didn't mind so much, it gave him an advantage 
when he fought with the other young boys because they kept being 
careful with him like they were fighting a girl. It also meant that 
he could make himself cry before the wise woman. Grandma Ota and she 
would usher him into the house for a cup of hot chocolate. He sipped 
it carefully as he eyed the statuette on the far side table. He 
believed in the wise woman's wisdom but her magic? Making the crops 
grow, summoning some rain. It always felt like those things would 
happen whether she muttered over her statues or not. Rek believed in 
the sun's heat and a Dragon's fire but _magic_? It sounded like a 
scam one of the trader's would cook up. 

The statue glowered down at Rek- it's yawning mouth silent. Rek 
kicked himself for being so afraid of it. But if any magic was real 
in the world, that statue would have some. And Rek was getting 
desperate . 

He'd been searching for his sister until midnight last night when 
he'd fallen asleep deep in the woods, between the roots of a tree, 
and had to be carried back home. His mother was campaigning to the 
other warriors that a voyage be organized to go after the pirates. 

She was really sure that the pirates had taken Astrid. Then this 
morning when the twins had reported the dragon prints and Astrid's by 
the cliff, well it was disheartening. And now his father was 
insisting that Astrid had been eaten by a dragon. It was very 
plausible. His mother had argued that the 'mystery foot prints' had 
probably belonged to a pirate. But many villagers were already taking 
it for a fact that Astrid was eaten by a dragon. After all, no one 
wanted to voyage into the mists- none of those boats came back. 

Rek snorted at all their excuses, didn't the grown-ups realize that 
they were Vikings? That it was an occupational hazard? 

Well with his mother steadily getting more frustrated and his father 
deep in denial, Rek didn't think they would find her. In the end, if 
he wanted something done he'd do it himself. That's what his sister 
would have told him, anywaya€ 1 


So when Grandma Ota wandered back to her library, Rek dragged his 
chair in front of the blue statue. His drew level to it's eerie mouth 



when he stood atop his chair. It reminded him of voodoo dolls- where 
the mouth had been sewn shut, but in defiance the statue had forced 
his mouth agape. 

Rek shook himself and pulled the drum skin and let it fall back with 
a dull thrum. The sound was impressive but distant; perhaps he hadn't 
pulled hard enough? But as he leaned forward to try again the chair 
somehow slipped out from under him. He stumbled, catching himself but 
still ending up on his back on the floor. Distant thunder. The 
ceiling seemed to sway slightly, like it did during a monsoon, and 
from among the lanterns and knick knacks that were strung from the 
rafters fell one of Granma Ota's beaded coin purses. It bounced off 
of Rek ' s head . 

"Oww- oh dragonshit ! " He muttered when he saw that the coin purses ' 
contents had spilled across the floor. 

"Are you alright, Rek?" called Grandma Ota, accompanied by 
footsteps . 

"I'm fine!" he called back as he stuffed everything into his pocket. 
He stood up quickly, just in time to see Grandma Ota re-enter the 
room . 

"Rek, what happened?" 

"Tripped over a chair leg." He said too quickly but Granma Ota just 
smiled and gestured like she was tweaking his nose. 

"Silly boy. I think your father is calling for you." 

"Ok, Grandma Ota!" he said, skipping for the door and rubbing his 
nose which for some reason actually felt tweaked. 

"Oh, and child!" 

He stopped, the doorknob in his hand, wondering if he was busted. 
"Yes, Grandma?" 

She beckoned him back to her, put a tiny withered hand on his head. 
She hummed, which turned to muttering. Straining his ears, Rek could 
only hear fragments before she kissed his forehead. 

"Do be safe, darling." She said, smiling down at him but her eyes 
were searching his for something, the worry lined in her brow. She 
muttered, "a€ll would have followed you." But her eyes were already 
distant and her humming had started again. 

Rek blinked up at her with all the fake innocence he could muster. 

And she let him go. 

He burst through the front door into a blissfully sunny day. Giddy, 
free as a bird, yet slowing to a wandering stride, Rek searched the 
sky. Hadn't he heard thundera€ 1 ? 

It was only later when Rek started digging through his pockets and 
found the oddly carved pieces of wood and the coin purse that rek 
started humming. He started playing with them- he was pretty sure 
that these were a certain kind of runes. He didn't know how to use 
them so he set them before him on the kitchen table, he shuffled and 



rolled them like he was playing jax. His mother came in, having just 
come from a construction site to recruit people for the search voyage 
Bertha wanted to change her clothes- but she paused to listen to her 
youngest child's twittering voice singing a sad, slightly stagnant 
melody . 

"And Ia€l will swallow my- pride." Clack went the runes. 

" You're the one that I loveaC 1 and I'm saying good-byea€ 1 " He 
briefly smiled up at his mother as the runes fell like domino's, 
cli-cli-cli-cli-clack. 

"Say somethingaC 1 I'm giving-" 

"-Lovey, why are you singing such a depressing song?" Bertha asked, a 
hand distractedly dusting off her tunic. 

"It's sad?" Clack. "I heard it from Grandma Ota." Clack. 

"did you?" she said, relaxing slightly. 

Mr. Hofferson came in then, 
he smiled at them both 

but then strode past them both to kneel before their alter for the 
gods . 

They knew the routine by nowaC 1 He would just sit there and prayaC 1 
for hours. Bertha harrumphed slightly but said nothing as she climbed 
the stairs to their room. 

and Rek sung under his breath, "Giving up ona€ 1 you." **clack. ** 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>;Misty Isle- The Haddock household; <p> 

"Did he see you?" Stoick ran an enormous hand through his thick 
beard. The small stool disappeared under his enormous proportions and 
the rest of the furniture were equally dwarfed in comparison. Almost 
everything in the room was "repaired" as between the two of them none 
of their belongings seemed to last very long. 

"He didn't try to blast me out of the sky, so no." Said hiccup 
quipped as he swung his hand out and knocked over a 
candlest ick . 

Stoick righted the candlestick without really noticing, "Are you sure 
it was Alvin?" 

"Yes!" this was the third time Stoick had asked him that and Hiccup 
and he was getting exasperated, "I even got close enough to smell his 
damn body odor. It was him." 

Stoick swore graphically just as the door swung open. 

"Stoick!" scolded Val and he bit his lower lip. Hiccup started and 
then laughed lightly. It was almost like they'd never been parted. 
Jack had told him not to get his hopes up but Hiccup still wondered 



if his parents would move past this. They still acted like the other 
was their better half... Oh shit, he had to get back to Astrid. 
Leaving her with Rapunzel was one thing, but if Mother Gothel dropped 
by- 

"I better go." Hiccup said sliding his fur vest back on from where it 
had been drying by the fire. 

Stoick caught his son in might have been a stern expression but it 
was hard to tell with his enormous beard. "Yes, to Cobber's forge, 
right ? " 

"Whaat?" Hiccup whined, already half out the door. 

"You promised- Hiccup, in fact you promised to help him Last Week, 
'and what about the leather we stole from Burming? How can we have 
all that leather and only a few of the dragon rider's have 
saddles ? 

"That'll take weeks to make anyway" Hiccup said, dismissing the 
thought with a wave that knocked over a nearby vase. Val caught it 
and tapped him on the head with it. 

"So you better get started." Stoick said. 

Hiccup frowned and pushed the vase away, "You're not 
serious . " 

Stoick said nothing, did nothing but began to personify his name. 
Somehow with just that stony expression Hiccup let out a bitter 
groan. "You can't do this to me right now!" 

Stoick: 

Hiccup glared at his father but the effect was somewhat ruined when 
his mother kissed him on the cheek. "Wear your gloves when your 
working with the fire" 

"Oh not you too!" he said. 

Val : 

Stoick: 

Hiccup tried, he really did! but it was no use. He was outnumbered 
and the telepathic war ended with Hiccup trudging out in the opposite 
direction of Astrid. 

Hiccup leaves. Muttering under his breath about how the world isn't 
fair a€" he started thinking as he hurried down the steps that led to 
the forge, he thought of picking the eels out of toothless's food, 
checking on Snotlout to see if he'd been lying about the Vikings 
purposely leaving rope burns around his wrist, bribing Cobber to let 
him leave early so that he could return to astrid. Astrid hofferson, 
lanky, fair skinned, and blonde like most of her people. But her 
eyesa€ 1 like looking out a rounded tower window, opening the glass 
and gazing upward into open blue sky. 



><p>yeah, so this is what I got so far, but I have full intention to 
make this longer and more meaningfull- I swear! It's just... taking a 
minute . . . <p> 

Oh, and a shout out to SweetteaS, Ferdoos, and 
GirlWhocriedFoxFace 


End 
f lie . 



